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The  Men  of  the  Mountain 


CHAPTER  I, 
THE  SHADOW  ON  THE  WALL 

'pHE  white  w.',  of  a  cottage  house,  with  the  low 

If  th!     \  ""."•  "*""  ""=  '°"e>  »■»«-'    Hed  ,^11 

Lw„H  V    K    r''T'  """  "•°"«"-     "'»  hands  were 
behind  h«  back,  and  his  stringy  clerical  tie-wash^ 

vest  But  the  man  was  not  afraid,  although  that 
n>.ght  well  have  been  excused  hin,.  seeing  that  he  w« 
'ooking  .nto  the  muzzles  of  a  (iring-party  of  the  V^ 
Hartmann's  famous  Pomeranians.  To  be  exact  th^^ 
^  the  Pastor  David  Alix  of  the  Evangdi^fclt 
of  Geneva,  long-time  domiciled  in  France  and  n„ 
m^eadly  peHl  of  his  life  at  the  hands  TrGerr 

Yet  he  did  not  look  like  a  "bush-whacker"     He 

aToL""r'-      ^'''"*'='-  ^^  had    been  caught 

io™     The™"""''-"""  ''"'''  *  "«=•  hut  no 

r^   on'thJ     KK-7r'°"  ^™'  '^^  •'^^P  °f  """bled 
r^s  on  the  rubb.sh-heap  at  the  stable  end.     It  was 
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white  with  .nowLf^  L  „„.  ^J""  "'"'  "'"  »" 
this  hamlet  of  Mouth-  .1!  ^  •"•  *"''  "«"""• 

chafed  untl":: tnt  "^'"  °°'""  ^'«'«'  -" 

behind  II'L^  gatrl^^off  ^/,""  ■"'"  '""■ 
'•^dden  spurt,  of'^re  out  of  t?     f  ^'"^"  ""'''• 

srx  I-^-e",:^a^:rd  it 

ur^n  them  ■  O^  '"r  ."?  "  ""''  '<»'"  •"'  '- 
>vith  red  A  tod  '?"•  .^"  '^"  '"^  *«  «'"«d 
and  slope,  thee  «^e  T  "^^  "'^  ^  '"eir  sides 
along  them  Yrt  the  TT^  f"  "  ^'■""'"2  '=«■ 
'he  other  "re  blue  The  fr>  "'^  "■™"  °"=  "•»" 
"-hedhou,e  i,adeelr  buetT"' *'  ''«'«  """- 
that   of  the  uniform  rf  the  fi        ^^^  ""'  '°  <'«P  »» 

Colberg  regimenHf  GrenafcT'T  r'  ^'"«''' 
'hey  are,  for  it  i.   th^-  '     ^*"'  *"e'>'  >»<"• 

"sniped"  and  aefrd«' I  'T^*  *''°  ''^^^  ''«" 
-nn,  Major-G*:;':; t;  tC  hT'  ''°"  ?^"- 
on  purpose  himself  to  see  into  .ht'^nrt  'T 
mmutes  ago  he  had  fallen  into  Zh  "'^"*>' 

sight  of  the/,-a«.„vJ  "  hT  "  ""2"  *'  'he 

man  clad  in  black^Zt  he  h  °.7u'"'''"-"'=  ^'™ 
™.edia.e  shootin,  I^le'^r^^t  ^l^e"^^"'' 
hand,  ,„d  even  presided    at    the  d^mh^ad  Zn- 
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martial  upon  David  Alix.    As  Von  Hartmann  spoke 
noFrenchm  any  intelligible  fashion,  and  understood 

n    vT*!,  *"^"^^*^  ^^*"  'P^'*^".  Ac  trial  of 

David  Alix  was  very  summary  indeed. 

There  were  indeed  among  the  officers  several  who 
could  have  enlightened  Von  Hartmann  upon  many 
things,  had  not  the  chief  been   in  such  a  grunting 
bull-dog  fury  that  it  was  not  safe  for  even  his  own 
adjutant  tn  cross  him. 

Alf  °of^tf  "^  f!^  K™  '°  ^'"-"^  '^'  ^S«  °f  thirty. 
All  of  them  had  been  spent  in  doing  God  service 

ever  since  his  mother  had  taught  him  his  texts  in  the 
Genevan  n      •-;„,  seated  down  on   the  logs  by  the 
lakeside-log     all    peeled  and  scratched    by  being 
WK  .  u  T.  ^^  '•^^k-spotted   foam  of  the   Drance 
What  had  these  tall  Pomeranians  against  him  }    He 
did  not  understand.      They  had  turned  his  pockets 
out-he  deep  tail-coat  pocket.       n  travelling  pastor 
But  there  was  nothing  there     .      .t   a  slim.'ump 
morocco-bound  Bible  of  Segon       .vrsion.  which  he 
had  saved  up  to  buy  when,  a  poor  student  at  the 
New  College  of  Edinburgh,  he  could  ill  afford  the 
pnce      There  was  also  much  bread,  in   little,  hard 
round  loaves,  which  his  mothc.  had  made-a  whole 
provision  of  them  indeed-and.  what  they  looked  at 
longest  and   most  severely,  a  paper  with  a   list  of 
names  neatly  written  out  in  the  Pastor's  own  hand 

In  all  this  to  David  Alix  there  seemed  nothin- 
worthy  of  death.  Nor  with  a  more  proven  brigadJ 
would   there   have   been -say  one  of  Unser   pfiS 

frol'^W  .k7'T"'''  ^^'"'^  ^"^  ^°"^'^*  "'Sht  through 
from  Worth  to  the  "crowning  mercy"  of  Paris.     But 

3  B  2 


The  Men  of  the  Mountain 

**^..Tf  '"'^  '"^  ^  Baltic  edges      Thev  h,H 

.e„«o„e:r:„ra:'^-- fr;e::veTt^  r 

mother  w.  waiting  for  a  .et.e.r;",^"^.  il^;^- 
w.th  a  suddenly  whitened  face  among  tke  t^:^;' 

These  things  had  told  against  David  AI.V    v  ^u 
were  stuffed  had,  ,n   the  opinion    of  the   Trossel's 

■^':it:kt"  r-af  e^  i:.^  r  -r-  ^^ 

comrades  1  ■. i,^  1",  ^X-  ^T^^  *'" 
H«.  he  not  the  roll  of  a  wkotrpa:;of '^dt^' 
or  their  abettors,  in  his  pocket '  muraerers, 

exXi'  tf"^'"  *^'  "='*"  ""'^  P"''""""  "  an 

srrL?s::----Bih,eho„^, 

SnS^tLrxTLniartLT"- 

no.  what  they  did,  breaking  his'old  m^T  J^rt 
a>vay  down  yonder  by  Le  Lochle 
David  Ali^  had  no  fear  of  death  for  its  own  sake 

thai    ,  the  Day  of  tte  st/Tt'l,  '°  ^'^  P~P'' 
nor  they  shouir4"en     Anl'"'^'  "f"  "^ 

day  was  come,  lo,  it  w^  '  1    ^  T'  """"  '^' 
'     •  "  "**  ^o'     Then  he  rose  up  to 
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his  feet,  and,  like  his  Huguenot  ancestors  who  had 
fled  Genevawards  from  the  "  dragonnades,"  he  betook 
himself  to  sing  his  death-psalm.  It  says  something 
for  the  mark  that  the  CoUege-on-the-Mound  (in  the 
town  of  Edinburgh)  sets  upon  her  men,  that  now  in 
his  hour  the  foreigner,  David  Mix,  who  had  sat  upon 
her  benches  but  three  short  winter  sessions,  sent  out 
clear  and  strong  the  morning  song  with  which,  in  that 
time,  the  day  of  study  was  opened  : 

"God  is  our  refuge  and  our  strength, 
In  straits  a  present  aid  ; 
Therefore,  although  the  earth  remove, 
We  will  not  be  afraid." 

Now  a  little  way  up  the  street  of  the  village  of 
Mouthe,  in  a  cottage  with  its  gable  to  the  narrow 
street  of  trampled  snow  and  mud,  a  weary  chaplain  of 
King  William  of  Prussia's  army  was  trying  to  get 
some  broken  slumber  among  the  rattling  of  drums 
and  the  clear  singing  of  the  clarions.     Hermann  Falk 
was  huge  in  person,  rubicund  in  feature,  but  tramp- 
ling and  overbearing  in  manner  to  men  and  officers 
aUke.     But  his  heart  was  strong,  and  the  men  loved 
him  because  it  was  reported  in  the  regiment  that  he 
was  the  only  man  who  dared  confront  the  angers  of 
the  Colonel.    Nay,  even  the  tough  old  General  Von 
Hartmann  had  been  known  to  give  the  black  skirts 
and  muslin  bands  of  his  emphatic  chaplain  a  wide 
berth.     At  the   first  sound  of  the  singing  Military 
Chaplain  Hermann  Falk  turned  wrathfully  in  his  bed, 
grumbling  that  since  it  was  by  no  means  the  ninth 
hour  of  the  day,  Troksel  should  have  looked  bettei 
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the  coverle^S^^"'f '"S  ^^'""''"  «»«  though 

It  seemed  suddeolv  as  if  I,-  - 
was  the  winter  seaTn      Th 'm    t '"  "  '"  "'>'•    I' 
we,,  shppe^y  and  crisp  with  LotV"^'"!  =t«ets 
houses  discharged  rumbles  J  hT;    ^  '"^  °^  the 
head.    Strang^  too  h^^lf  ,  ^"'""^^d  snow  on  his 

courtyard  of  fte ^tlTege^Sl'L''  "J*^  '"■''^'  "'^k 
to  the  assembly  hall  X  !  f*  "^P*  ""hich  led 

dim-ng  hall-semti'-theiroX'''^"^  *^'  ""  '"  ^ 
of  the  morning  class  L To teTf  '*  '*=  ""^"'"S 
young  men-singing  theLurtl^  k      "^'-of  "^ny 

"^   too  had   p^se^tl"*'" ''>''""  °f  Scotland, 
melody  had  growHart  „f  t    "''^'  *"''  *<=  ^-x^ient 
grenadie,^s,fiU„7i^,^^^'"'7- "Ud.  so  that  his 
f»ces,  were  wont  to  L'Tt,.         ^'°^  Pomeranian 
Shoulder  at  his  wL        ■     ^"^  °'<^  Headed- 

-tribes,  ladsf  ^e„i::'u 'be^"'  '""^  '°  >">" 
ahead  of  us,  I  wager  r  *"""  """''  <=lo«e 

the  street  befTrt  Da^Slh.  f  ."'i"'  ""*  '^  <>«  '" 
Chaplain  Falk  mad""  stt "  'l''  "^""^"^  ''^  P^"'™. 
of  an  Alpine  momtelh^  ^  u^^  '"  *'  <^'^e« 
locks,  all  cow-hcT  aJ^  ►!.';?  ^ock  of  uncombed 
braided  trouse«  only  hllf^"'°"f  t"'"^-  ^^  "ack- 
Genevan  gown  i„  Jhich  1^/1  ^  *"  """-"S 
read  the  service  for  the  tro„      .       ^''"'"2  '«f°'^ 

""'^-^'"'-'^'^/-^-/.■-so  came  the 


■^J 


HIS  HANDS  WERE   WH.E   APART   AND   MA..K   THE   SHAPE   OF  A   CROSS 
KOR    HIS   TIME    WAS   SHORT. 


The  Shadow  on  the  Wall 

words  to  his  ears.  He  saw  the  French  pastor  now 
standing  a  yard  or  so  in  front  of  the  wall.  His  hand- 
were  wide  apart,  and  made  the  shape  of  a  cross  on 
the  whitewashed  wall  behind  him,  for  his  time  was 
short  Soon,  very  soon,  would  he  know  who  indeed 
was  God.  For  Von  Hartmann,  who,  like  the  stout 
old  Galho  that  he  was,  cared  for  none  of  these  things, 
had  just  given  the  command  to  "  take  aim." 

Into  the  six  yards  between  the  pe/oton  of  execution 
and  the  Man-about-to-Die,  Military  Chaplain  Hermann 
Falk  precipitated  himself  with  a  rush  and  a  flutter  of 
ecclesiastical  silk. 

"  Ground  arms ! "  he  commanded,  under  the  very 
moustache  of  the  astonished  General. 

"  For  a  pin's  head,"  growled  fierce  old  Von  Hart- 
mann, "I  would  stick  you  up  beside  him  I  Men,  do 
your  duty ! " 

"Shoot,  rascals,  if  you  dare! "cried  the  Chaplain 
standing  close  in  front  of  David  Alix,  and  with  a 
dexterous  cast,  enveloping  him  in  the  ample  folds  of 
his  Neurenberg  gown. 

«  I  dare  you,"  he  cried.  "Even  in  this  world  you 
dare  not  shoot  down  the  King's  own  chaplain— and 
his  Majesty  thanking  God  every  day  for  the  assistance 
of  the  God  of  battles!  As  for  your  own  future 
chances,  they  could  not  well  be  worse,  considering 
the  set  of  Wendish  heathens  that  you  are !  But  I 
excommunicate  for  ever  any  man  who  moves,  till  I 
have  spoken  with  this  singer  of  the  songs  of  Zion  I 
If  I  mistake  not  he  is  an  old  friend  of  mine." 

Perhaps  it  would  not  have  succeeded  with  any  other 
corps  than  the  Second  Pomeranians.     But  they  had 
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heard  the  roar  of  the  Balt.V      tu      l  ^ 

moment  hel^wf'     "'  ^oem^mg  that  for  the 

I'ves  of  your  parishioners  as  to  let  ttem  hf  .  1°^     " 
by  rascals  such  a«  fki.  1  .  ™  "^  *°'  down 

wldo™  willtake  oS"  "  ""^  "■""  ^°-  — >d 
shakt^'h"'*  ^'"'"^'  *'»J<'^-Gen«ral,"  answered  Falk 
g^d  flws"X?"'-    "^■"  "-'""offset' 

word  that  you  will    do    noTwng  alw'^v'  ''°" 
without  a  proper  trial."  ^  ^     ^'   ""'  ■"»" 

"There  is  no  more  time  for  that"  <m.,«i,i  j  .t 
commander-  "sDMl,  f«  i,-       ■  '    ^^moled  the 

to  say  I    You  and  I  U  u'  "'  """  '^''at  he  has 

the  case  toTthe"    old  r,""^  °'*"-"'  -"  i"'^' 

And    bTtt^t  an  tf '     '™°"^"*^''«'P'« ' " 
Gene.1  I^^d^ro  ervasTTh    '""  "■="   *= 
unless  his  mood  S,4ed^^Lr°'"i:  ""•*  '^*' 
reprieved.  ^^   '     *  frenchman  stood 

Ch"aZ"Filk^.S'n  °J  I-'  ^■•"  ^ "  demanded 
founS  upon  him,.'    ^^'''J"  ^"'"'"''  ""at  was 

the' ptl^f  *::.':.''"■<'  *«  "t°maton.  indicating 

with*r;i:t„7rs '"'""  °"'  °"  *'  ^--^ 

8 


The  Shadow  on  the  Wall 

"  Bread,  a  paper,  and  a  Bible !  You  would  shoot 
a  man  for  that — heathens,  Wends,  idolaters,  witch- 
folk  I  Does  a  man  come  out  to  kill  or  to  give  life, 
thus  armed  ?  See,  j  ou — you  fools  I  Bread  for  the 
body,  the  Word  of  God  for  the  soul  I  And  the  paper ! 
Let  us  see,  let  us  seel  Written  in  English,  is  it? 
Well,  I  was  not  three  years  in  Edinburgh  College  for 
nothing  I " 

And  this  is  what  he  read  out  in  the  clear  high  tones 
which  he  used  at  the  evening  prayer,  when  all  the 
men  stood  with  bowed  and  uncovered  heads : 

"List  of  poor  widows  ar.d  sick  folk  in  the  commune  of 
Mouthe  to  whom  bread  is  to  be  taken 

First,  Madame  Gilberte,  Mas  des  Marais. 
Second,  old  Jean  Drujon,  at  the  Pont  du  Doubs." 

And  so  on  to  the  bottom.  He  did  not  spare  them 
one  single  name,  and  at  the  end  he  took  the  hand  of 
Pastor  David  Alix,  true  shepherd  of  his  flock,  and 
crying  aloud,  "Now  shoot  him  if  you  dare!"  he 
strode  off  to  his  lodging  with  his  new-recovered 
friend  He  did  not  so  much  as  glance  at  the 
General,  who  sat  his  horse,  smiling  a  little,  and 
gnawing  his  grey  moustache.  He  only  cried  out  to 
the  sergeant-major : 

"Schram,  bring  the  bread  to  my  room.  I  am  a 
little  short  this  morning,  myself!  My  friend  David 
will  perhaps  add  me  to  his  list  of  the  Lungry  and 
the  needy  in  this  commune  of  Mouthe  I " 
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CHAPTER  n. 
THE   MILITARY  CHAPLAIN 

M  the  Edinbu.^h  Colg! l'^  4°™""=  ^"«^"' 
his   former  friend  ^dtn^f"""^'   ""^y^d 
-here  at  the  door  t  Zt^fV:,  "^   '""^-S. 
angular  and  gaunt,  awaited  3'  f"*™«  ^''•g''">. 
disfavour  the  return  of  herTL^l-   7   ^*"  ''"  "a""-*! 
»h»  she  saw  behind  trT?':'""'^''^"-    ^ut 
Pastor  David  Alix,  Mad^fvL     '  '*"  '^"  °' 
Ui»n  one  Icnee.    Slle  hadXllThe'r.'  """^'"^ 
Roman  Catholics.    So  thouX  ^d  '  '"'^  ^"''"g 

gladly  have  kissed  1X^1    ^r*'"'' *' *°"W 
asked  for  his  blessing.  °^  *"  """"t".  and 

a/S:rorfar.ief  ilTe  °' ^°°^  °^- -°"^ 
^cause  Madame,  hii' mol*  ouTThT  °'  """^  ' 
the  provision  she  had  made  fJl  ■  '*^"'>'  ^*°'^- 
"-as  supplying  half  the  population  o7T  ""^  'P""^' 
communes,  from  Mouthed  L,^K^'  *"  "^"-^vv  pt 
which  is  the  ultimate  staffof^^e  '"'''  "'*  ""^  '"-<' 
■I  ne  Germans  had  don**  f i,^-    I 

whole,  had  ever  l^en  mo,e  .L^'    "^^  ^'-  °"  *= 

™o«  cleanly  conducted,  but  an 
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army  must  find  provision  as  the  first  necessity  of  its 
being.  Moreover,  Bourbaki's  army  had  been  over  the 
ground  before,  and  what  the  locusts  of  France  had 
spared,  it  was  now  the  turn  of  the  German  canker- 
worm  to  eat  Even  on  the  Swiss  side  the  folk  of 
the  Jura  were  in  a  great  trouble,  and  the  distress 
would  have  been  far  worse  but  for  David  Alix  and 
his  mother.  Madame  Alix  was  called  "  the  Old,"  not 
because  she  was  old  in  years  or  that  her  natural 
strength  had  abated,  but  in  anticipation  of  David's 
taking  to  himself  a  wife.  She  was  a  forceful,  em- 
phatic, face-to-the-foe  woman,  full  of  quick  angers  and 
as  sudden  contritions.  It  was  to  the  produce  of  her 
fine  farm,  just  over  the  frontier  of  Switzerland,  that 
the  Upper  Valley  of  the  Doubs  owed  its  escape  from 
starvation.  And  among  these  one  of  the  most  grateful 
was  Madame  Virginie  Granier  of  Mouthe,  at  present 
the  unwilling  hostess  of  the  heathen  man  who  called 
himself  a  pastor,  and  yet  without  shame  smoked  a 
long  pipe  in  bed  I 

It  was  no  wonder  then  that  Virginie  Granier,  the 
mother  of  six  children  and  the  protector  of  an  invalid 

husband,  sank  on  her  knees  before  Pastor  Alix 

though,  be  it  said,  perhaps  as  much  for  the  sake  of 
his  mother's  loaves  of  good  wheaten  bread,  her  oil, 
and  her  wine,  as  because  of  his  sacred  office  and 
renown  as  a  preacher. 

But  David  Alix,  used  to  such  homage,  simply  raised 
one  hand  in  the  air,  and  in  the  apostolic  manner 
called  for  a  blessing  to  be  upon  that  house.  He  did 
it  so  reverently  that  his  companion  turned  upon  him 
with  a  twinkle. 
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"  Friend  David  "  h#»  oaM  « 
<•"  am.y  chaplain.     I  ^*  l^  r"  """  "o  f"' 
to  make  them  move  one  -In  h!  ''  "^  ''°'»«™-'">» 
«>.  it  is  mostly  «rith  Jck,  thft  *""«"'««'.  and  even 

ti.e  .aw-boned  &Itic  mut  tat  L?  ""7"  *"»• 

inen,    said  David  smii.n„  «•/•  "V 
they  do  no,  UU.  newC  i^'^^f  J -^-tandyou. 
milk  of  the  Word  ? "  '  ^"^'^  ^^e  sincere 

"  Beer  suits  them  h&Hf^r  »  ^-'  j    . 
Wn-    "  The  rascals  woSwLl"^  '?,';  *""'»-y  Chap. 

«f<:?re;:.T„r;otmna'^r-«'».---c^ 

your  own  CalvW^t  folk  t?  ""T  °'  *«  '""rt-'nes. 
entiy  from  emp^fi  ."^Tn"^  ^^^^ought  differ." 
because  old  Von  Hartm»n„  j  J?  yo^-merely 
three  weeks  withoufb^r "  '       '^™^'  ^"^  ^" 

-ail'^rth?  ^Z.TC'-"^  Of  the  Chap, 
tossed  them  when  he  h«S  i^  '""  "''"*  '"  '«d 
ringing  without.  The  ?J™  !  T'  °'^  *«  P^^'m- 
h^ad  and  a  request  f^r^*"' /°"°^«1  >"*  the 
^o  small  loaveHLdT  Z^tZ  t'  "  ""^  " 
officers  would  be  grateful  '"**^'  the 

allfl'^^3'-'crt'r''^r""  '■"'"'^d  them 
these    th'reVwirthf^!''?'^''"'  ""•«  take  the^ 

Pastor  David  Ali,,  of  gZ^T7-  .°'  ""'  '"'^"''• 
Geneva.""  '^eneval     Mmd  you  say  'of 


i    1^ 
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HE   DID   IT  SO   REVERENTLY  THAT   HIS  COMPANION   TlRNEl.i   IPOX    HIM 

WITH   A  TWINKLE. 
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"Better  say  'of  his  mother/"  said  the  son  with 
humility. 

"Aye,  say — with  the  compliments  of  the  woman 
whom,  but  for  their  chaplain,  they  would  have  made 
childless  I  The  instinct  is  good.  That  may  perhaps 
touch  them  if  anything  will,  hogs  of  the  sty  1 " 

Sergeant-Major  Schram  touched  his  cap  woodenly, 
brought  his  heels  together  with  a  sharp  click,  and 
demanded, "  Am  I  to  call  the  gentlemen  these  names 
to  their  face  ? " 

"  Certainly,  and  with  my  compliments !  Say  that 
I,  Army  Chaplain  Hermann  Falk,  stand  ready  to 
prove  my  words.  I  was  not  five  years  mattre  (Tarmes 
in  my  time  for  nothing.  'Hogs  of  the  sty' — re- 
member, Schram — that  is,  if  no  private  is  within 
hearing ! " 

Sergeant  Schram  saluted  grimly,  and  went  out  with 
his  usual  wooden  click  of  boot  luels.  Needless  to  say, 
he  understood  his  stormy  chaplain  excellently,  and 
had  not  the  least  intention  of  risking  his  stripes  by 
delivering  any  such  message.  But  to  the  colonel  he 
simply  said,  in  delivering  the  loaves,  "  With  the  com- 
pliments of  the  mother  of  Pastor  David  Alix,  late  of 
Geneva,  and  a  college  comrade  of  Herr  Chaplain 
Falk!" 

At  this  the  officers  looked  at  each  other  rather 
shan-  facedly.  Here  were  the  coals  of  fire  with  a 
vengeance.  But  they  were  genuinely  grateful  for  the 
loaves.  The  country  had  been  swept  clean  of  >-  rry- 
thing  eatable,  and,  worse  still  in  the  estimatioa  of 
these  thirsty-throated  Wends,  of  everything  drinkable. 

Each  glided  his  hand  into  his  pocket,  and  scribbling 
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hastily  a  card  of  thanks,  gave  it  to  Schram  to  cany 
back  to  their  late  prisoner  and  present  benefactor 

Then  they  looked  at  one  another,  and  Colonel 
Trossel  said,  smiling  grimly.  "This  Colbe,^  regiment 
will  hear  some  good  plain-spoken  German  next  sermon 
time.  I  will  wager." 

His  subordinates  nodded  their  heads,  and  seemed 
to  relish  the  prospect  but  little.  But  their  chief 
comforted  them.  «  Never  mine],  lads ;  after  all.  he  is 
one  of  us.  and  anything  he  can  say  to  us  will  be 
babes  sweetstuff  to  what  he  gave  old  Von  Hartmann 
m  the  face  of  the  whole  regiment." 

They  laughed  discreetly,  because  it  affected  their 
superior  officer  and  divisional  general.  But  they  laid 
away  the  dressing-down  Hartmann  had  got  from  Old- 
Head-and-ShouIders  deep  in  their  hearts,  to  be  re- 
counted when,  in  far-off  Rugen  or  Pommern,  they 
fought  their  battles  over  again. 

His  sudden  irruption,  his  intervention,  as  brusque 
and  even  brutal  as  it  had  been  successful,  his  saving 
of  their  pastor's  life,  caused  the  Chaplain  to  rise  high 
m  the  estimation  of  the  few  inhabitants,  mostly  women 
who  still  remained  in  the  village  of  Mouthe  on  the 
Upper  Doubs.  The  men  were  at  the  war-the 
younger  in  the  line  or  shut  up  in  Germany,  a  few 
in  Pans.     The  elders,  fathers  of  families  and  ancient 

.^ST,       .'^'  "^^^  °^  ^'^^y  ^"^  °^  *^^  Crimea,  were 
Moblots,    training,  marching,  and  fighting  with  the 

best,  but  as  regularly  going  down  before  the  disciplined 

soldiership  of  their  foes. 

What  better  could  they  do  >    From  che  beginning 

hardly  a  gleam  of  hope,  much   less  of  vi    ^ry.  had 
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cheered  them.  They  were  hopeless  and  starving 
Yet  they  Ir  u^rht  on— nay,  would  have  continued  to 
fight,  ev  n  when  the;-  chiefs  knew  that  the  hour  for 
surrend(  i  hm  struck 

As  f  the  younf^er  men  and  growing  boys  of  the 
hill  district  occupied  by  the  Germans  during  these  last 
days  of  the  war,  it  was  not  a  safe  question  to  ask  con- 
cerning them.  Mostly  a  rusty  rifle  of  some  antique 
and  forgotten  pattern  had  disappeared  at  the  time 
when  Jean  or  Louis,  or  the  schoolboy  Henri  (as  they 
say  in  Corsica),  "took  to  the  maJkis."  The  wilderness 
had  swallowed  them  up.  But  none  the  less,  there 
would  come  a  scratch  with  a  finger-nail  at  the  window 
when  all  was  safe  and  still.  In  a  minute  or  two  the 
door  at  the  back  would  yawn  slightly,  mother  or 
sister  standing  with  palpitating  hearts  behind  it. 
Then,  with  socks  drawn  over  his  boots  the  /ranc- 
tireur  would  slip  in,  a  desperate  and  romantic 
prodigal,  to  be  fed  and  wept  over  with  smothered 
sobs. 

Mostly,  however,  the  Germans  now  kept  such  good 
watch  that  entrance  into  the  villages  was  seldom 
attempted.  Provisions  had  therefore  to  be  smuggled 
out,  and  the  bearer  of  aid  to  the  "  bush-whacker  "  was 
liable  to  share  the  same  fate  as  these  unlicensed 
sharoshooters,  whose  crime  was  that  they  wore  no 
uniform  and  made  war  each  on  his  own  private 
account  against  the  invaders  of  his  country. 

Well-nigh  had  David  Alix  shared  this  fate,  though 
he  had  done  nothing,  except  lay  aside  for  a  time  his 
office  that  he  might  serve  tables. 

Madame  Virginia  Granier  brought  out  of  her  secret 
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hoards  such  a  breakfast  as  no  German  in  the  Turas 

had  seen  for  months-an  omelette  made  with  egss 

laid  away  in  cinders,  toasted  bread  fried  with  bacon 

and    chips    of    potatoes-precious    beyond    go'!— 

sausages,  white    bread,  and    a    bottle  of   excellent 

Burgundy.     Madame  Virginie  bustled  about  and  en- 

joyed   her  triumph.     The  six  children  peeped  shyly 

out  of  corners,  or  were  stepped  upon-and  cuffed-as 

their  mother  hurried  to  and  fro  with  the  dishes 

"  I   suppose,"  said  the   Chaplain  of  the   Colberg 
Grenadiers,  "that  you  have  not  this  good  and  well 
provided  lady  on  your  list  of  poor  to  be  assisted  ? " 

They  v,eie  speaking  in  English,  to  which,  in 
memory  of  old  times,  they  had  reverted  instinctively 
^  a  means  of  communication-also.  perhaps,  that 
there  might  be  no  danger  of  their  being  overheard. 
For  answer  David  Mix  threw  the  paper  across  to 
his  ancient  friend  and  fellow-student  of  the  Mound 
The  name  of  Madame  Virginie  Granier  stood  high 
on  the  list.  The  Militao'  Chaplain  looked  his 
astonishment 

"I  am  speaking  now  to  my  ancient  comrade,  not 
to  a  German  officer!"  said  David  Alix,  with  one  of 
his  rare  sweet  smiles.     "  These  are  the  secrets  of  the 
prison  house.     That  in  which  you  have  shut  us  up  » 
David  explained.   "This  food  we  are  eating  is  Madame 
Virgmie  s  last  reserve-the  dan  and  arrive  ban  of  her 
hidden  stores.     She  has  six  children  to  feed     There 
is  no  work  in  the  country.     The  fields  have  long  ago 
been  swept  clear  of  grain,  chiefly  for  fodder  for  the 
cavalry  horses.     As  for  these  things."  he  added,  as  he 
toyed  with  his  fork-with  its  fellow  in  the  hands  of 
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tie  Military  Chaplain,  the  pride  of  the  house  and 
unequalled  in  all  Mouthe— "  I  warrant  that  the  hen 
which  laid  these  eggs  cackled  on  my  mother's  farm 
at  Chaumont,  just  across  the  frontier  yonder.  And 
the  sausage,  the  preserved  meats— all  save  perhaps 
the  wine,  came  from  Switzerland  by  my  mother's 
private  underground  railway." 

"  Which,  I  presume,  means  you.  Master  David  ? " 
asked  the  Military  Chaplain  with  a  flavour  of  his 
ordinary  roughness. 

The  gentle  pastor  of  Geneva  shook  his  head. 
"No,"  he  said.  "I  am  only  the  open  dispenser 
of  daily  bread.  It  is  my  mother  whose  deeds  are 
those  of  a  secret  and  mysterious  providence.  You  do 
not  know  my  mother.  You  must  come  and  see  her." 
"  Heaven  and  the  bones  of  Charlemagne  forbid ! " 
cried  the  Chaplain  of  the  Colberg  Grenadiers.  "What! 
And  bring  Von  Bergmann  and  all  the  hordes  of  the 
Baltic  down  upon  you  ! " 

"  It  matters  but  little  to  my  mother  here.  She  lives 
across  the  frontier.  In  France  she  has  no  more  than 
a  few  kilos  of  wheaten  flour  ready  to  mix  with  the 
maize  for  to-morrow's  loaves.  They  are  fresh,  my 
mother's  'gendarmes'  hats'— as  they  call  the  little 
round  loaves  here — but  also  the  stomachs  are  so 
famine-ridden  that  a  doctor  could  not  find  one  case 
of  indigestion  in  a  twelvemonth." 

"Aha,"  quoth  the  Chaplain,  and  inclined  his  ear, 
smiling  kindly,  "a  wise  woman,  the  lady  your  mother  f 
She  knows  the  value  of  an  advanced  post,  right  in  the 
middle  of  affairs,  but  her  headquarters  is  under  the 
protection  of  another  power." 
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"  Of  all  the  powers,"  said  the  Pastor  of  the  Jura 
gently  triumphant,  "the  King  of  Prussia  included" 

The  Military  Chaplain  raised  his  glass,  as  at  a 
toast,  when  the  name  of  his  King  fell  from  the 
Pastor  s  lips. 

"  Your  mother  grows  such  wine  as  this  ? "  he  said 
perhaps  to  change  the  subject,  "  and  yet  you  drink 
only  water." 

"I  am  no  man  to  dictate  to  another,"  the  Pastor 
answered.  «  For  me,  I  was  brought  up  in  a  country 
where  every  peasant  has  his  little  vineyard,  as  in  the 
Bible,  and  no  man  is  the  worse  for  it.  But  I  make 
the  slight  sacrifice  to  my  office,  and  I  am  content" 

The  Military  Chaplain  shook  his  head  at  him 
reproachfully. 

^  "  Take  care,  David,"  he  said ;  "  this  water-drinking 
IS  a  habit  which,  if  not  checked  in  time,  may  grow 
upon  you.  How  can  you  tell  where  it  will  end  ? 
Think  well,  my  David  I  I  am  sure  from  your  looks 
that  I  have  an  ally  in  your  mother.  Come  now,  how 
often  has  she  quoted  to  you  that  text  which  relates 
to  the  state  of  Timothy's  stomach  ? " 

"Till  I  am   sick  of  hearing  it,"  said  the   Pastor, 
laughing.  ' 

"Aha,  good  David,  have  I  so  nearly  hit  the  mark  ? 
Your  mother  pleases  me.  She  has  more  sense  of  the  • 
needs  of  men  than  you,  her  only  son.  How  would  it 
be  with  you,  think  you,  if  you  were  made  Militarv 
Chaplain  of  Colberg's  Regiment .?  And  where  would 
your  influence  be  with  these  wild  Wends  of  mine  if 
you  were  afraid  of  an  honest  c/iop'ne  of  the  red,  or  to 
take  down  in  your  turn,  as  it  is  served  out,  a  mug 
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of  the  right  Stettin  brew,  laced  with  schnapps  to  keep 
out  the  cold?" 

David  put  out  his  hand  to  touch  h's  friend's.  He 
felt  that  it  was  not  the  time  for  discussion,  even  con- 
cerning Timothy's  stomach,  with  the  man  who,  a  bare 
hour  ago,  had  saved  his  life. 

"  Your  Switzer  was  ever  a  lusty  drinker,"  the  Military 
Chaplain  continued,  unwilling  to  have  the  dispute  thus 
closed— for  like  all  his  kind  he  loved  the  friendly  strife 
of  tongues. 

David  Alix  smiled  a  little  sadly,  and  then  said, 
"  I  am  no  more  a  Swiss.  I  have  been  naturalised  a 
Frenchman  for  a  good  half-dozen  years." 

At  this  declaration  the  Chaplain  of  Trossel's  Col- 
bergers  turned  pale  even  under  his  full  coating  of  tan. 
"  Then,  lad,"  he  said,  "  a  while  ago  you  were  nearer 
finding  out  all  about  it  from  Timothy  himself  than  if 
you  had  fought  twenty  pitched  battles.    But  what  a 
great  lie  I  told  the  General.     If  he  had  known  you 
were  no  Switzer,  I  doubt  not  that  old  Von  Hartmann 
would  have  plastered  us  both  to  the  wall  with  a  score 
of  rifle  bullets  through  our  vitals.    Aye,  and  may  yet, 
unless  your  conscience  is  more  pliable  on  the  matter 
of  Ananias  than  on  that  of  Paul  and  Timothy  I " 
*'  I  can  be  silent  with  any  man ! "  said  the  Pastor. 
And  at  that  moment  there  came  the  heavy  pounding 
of  gun-butts  upon  the  door  which  Madame  Virginie  had 
prudently  closed  during  the  repast  of  these  two  reverend 
men,  her  guests. 

"  Open  there— open,  Herr  Chaplain ! "  cried  a  voice 
in  rough  German  of  the  utmost  North— "  General's 
orders  1 " 
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"  Hang  him  up  in  his  own  sword-belt-let  him  wait. 
Uavid.     I  forbid  you  to  open  the  door !  " 

The  Military  Chaplain  was  very  busy  doing  some 
very  rapid  and  intricate  conjuring.  David  Mix,  who 
naturally  did  not  understand  the  German  into  which 
his  guest  had  relapsed,  threw  open  the  door  Half-a- 
dozen  officers  of  the  staff  precipitated  themselves  into 
the  room,  laughing  and  crying  out,  ••  Aha.  we  have 
scented  you  out,  old  fox !  You  palm  off  dry  bread 
on  us,  and  villainously  little  of  that !  And  we  find 
you  feeding  with  this  Genevan  'Pfaff'l  Here  are 
some  of  the  loaves  left.  Break  one  open,  and  I  will 
wager  we  shall  find  a  roast  duck  or  a  bottle  of  wine 
snug  within.  The  Colbergers  have  told  us  tales  of 
their  chaplain." 

"  So,"  cried  Hermann  Falk.     "Well,  you  will  hear 
other  tales  as  soon  as  I  have  seen  the  King-breaking 
in  thus  upon  one  whom  his  Majesty  has  deigned  to 
call  his  friend-aye,  even  in  despatches  to  the  well- 
beloved,  nobly-born  Queen!"   Meanwhile  David  Alix 
returned  from  the  door,  had  been  gazing  at  the  table 
in  amazement.    Not  only  had  the  bottle  of  wine  been 
removed  but  eve^^  vestige  of  the  repast,  even  the  rest 
of  the  bacon  and  sausage.      Only  a  few  crumbs  of 
bread   appeared  beside  each  plate,  and   the  baffled 
raiders  had   to  retire  ill-contented   under  a  galling 
cross-fire  of  scoffs  from  the  Chaplain 

"Perhaps  it  is  the  other,  the  Genevan.  Smell  his 
breath,  Hertz!"  called  out  Von  TUmpling  of  the 
Guards,  whose  father  was  a  general  in  the  Crown 
Prince's  army. 

"  Useless,  my  good  friends,  he  is  a  Calvinist  and 
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drinks  only  water!  Come,  my  pretty  lads,"  continued 
the  fighting  Chaplain  of  the  Grenadiers— "  come  one 
at  a  time  and  smell  my  breath— if  you  dare  I  I 
warrant  you  it  will  be  the  last  thing  any  one  of  you 
will  care  to  smell  for  a  long  time ! " 

"He  learned  the  English  'boxing'  instead  of  his 
Hebrrw  ve.  bs  when  he  was  so  long  across  the  water ! 
It  is  i' at  which  makes  him  so  bold  I "  cried  Von 
Tiimpling. 

"And  good  reason  therefore,  since  his  Majesty  was 
mmded  to  make  me  chaplain  of  a  set  of  Wendish 
wolves,  with  scented  Bavarian  jack-a-dandies  buzzing 
about  like  cockchafers  where  they  are  least  wanted ! 
Good  day  to  you  and  a  good  appetite.  I  shall  bear 
your  visit  in  pleasing  memory  when  next  I  write  to 
the  King  I " 
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TN  a  high  chamber,  simply  furnished,  La  Petite  Flore 
1  was  having  her  feet  washed  by  a  girl  still  younger 
than  herself  La  Petite  Flore  was  so  called  because, 
once  on  a  time  (and  a  long  time  ago)  she  had  been 
less  tall  than  her  mother,  the  "Grande  Flore"  of  Les 
CoUines.  But  meantime  La  Petite  had  grown  great, 
had  sought  instruction,  had  found  it,  had  even  passed 
the  Rhine,  and  lived  seven  years  in  Germany  as  a 
teacher  of  her  native  language.  It  chanced  that  there 
she  had  fallen  among  a  people  rough  and  difficult, 
rather  than  unkindly.  So  at  the  first  news  of  the 
disasters  that  had  befallen  her  province,  she  had 
returned,  nominally  to  engage  as  a  nurse  in  the 
military  hospitals,  but  really  to  join  the  first  bands  of 
franc-tirmrs,  sabre  by  her  side  and  chassetot  in 
hand. 

These  were  now  laid  on  the  bed  in  the  corner,  and 
Noelie,  the  daughter  of  the  house  at  ViUars  Chaumont, 
above  Berets  in  Canton  Neuchdtel,  kneeled  charmingly 
before  her  friend,  listening  to  her  story,  and  with  light 
caressing  touches  of  her  finger-tips  restoring  elasticity 
to  the  wearied  muscles.    All  her  command  had  been 
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thrown  back  upon  Switzerland  The  "riflemen  of 
Laroche  "  had  been  momentarily  broken  up,  and  with 
them  their  one  famous  rifle-woman,  lieutenant  in  a 
corps  which  had  seen  a  good  deal  of  irregular  fighting, 
but  had  never  been  allowed  to  join  issue  with  the 
enemy  in  the  company  of  troops  of  the  line.  Accord- 
ingly, as  was  natural,  a  good  deal  of  hedge-firing, 
followed  by  rapid  retreats,  had  made  up  the  record  of 
the  first  Laroche  company  o{ franc-tireurs.  After  La 
Petite  Flore  had  unbuckled  her  belt,  and  laid  her  pro- 
vision of  cartridges  carefully  on  a  shelf,  she  threw  her- 
self on  No^lie  Villars'  bed,  eating  and  talking  at  once, 
glad  to  be  with  one  of  her  own  sex. 

"How  do  you  like  the  war?"  said  the  younger, 
sitting  down  by  her  on  the  edge  of  the  mattress,  and 
curling  up  her  feet  under  her  to  listen  comfortably. 

"War,"  said  the  Little  Flore,  between  two  bites  of 
toasted  bread  dipped  in  milk,  "is  war.  There  is 
nothing  worse  in  the  worid.  There  can  be  nothing 
worse.  You  are  happy  to  live  here  across  the  frontier, 
in  a  land  where  none  can  molest  you  or  yours." 

"  But  you  are  safe  now  !  "  cried  No^lie,  with  a  quick 
gasp  of  tenderness,  and  clasping  her  friend  in  her 
arms. 

La  Petite  Flore  looked  at  the  young  girl  with  pity 
and  shook  her  head. 

"I  am  indeed  here  with  you  and  safe  for  the 
moment,  but  there  are  my  people  over  yonder— at 
Les  Collines.  Both  my  father  Fran9ois  and  Louis 
Marie,  my  brother,  have  been  'out.'  Who  knows 
what  may  be  the  issue  ?  1  ey  made  me  first  lieu- 
tenant and  I  have  acted  as  captain  of  my  company. 
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But  in  spite  of  all  I  could  neither  put  spirit  into  our 
leaders,  keep  the  men  from  plundering  their  own 
people,  or  shooting  stray  Germans  in  the  back.  This 
I  do  not  call  patriotism  -at  least,  I  have  not  come 
to  that  yet  But  then,  Noclie,  I  have  not  yet  suffered 
in  my  person  or  my  family.  As  I  have  read  of 
the  Scots,  we  of  the  Franche  Comt^  do  never 
fight  in  earnest  till  we  have  seen  our  own  blood 
flowing  red ! 

"  And,  in  fact,  our  chiefs  did  not  wish,  so  far  as  I 
could  see,  to  come  to  blows  with  the  enemy.  We 
marched  and  counter-marched— here,  there,  and  every- 
where, but  upon  me  it  had  only  the  effect  of  so  many 
tourists  on  promenade. 

'•  Not  one  of  our  officers  understood  anything  about 
what  they  had  to  do.»    Our  colonel  was  paralysed  in 
his  legs  and  followed  the  company  by  little  stages  in 
a  cab.     One   night  we  had   news  that  forty  Uhlans 
were  coming  to  Baccarat  to  make  a  requisition.    We 
were  then  at  St.  Die,  nearly  three  thousand  men  of 
us.     But  our  colonel,  our  general  staff,  and  the  very 
adjutant  himself  had  forgotten  to  take  the  address  of 
the  lodgings  of  the  buglers.     So,  thanks  to  this  negli- 
gence,  it  took  from  one  in  the  morning  till  five  to  get 
together  a  company  of  sixty-five  men !     At  last  we 
started,  two  hundred  and  fifteen  men,  in  requisitioned 
vehicles,  to  catch  the  forty  fast-riding   raiders  upon 

'  All  this  seems  so  impossible  that  I  am  obliged  to  refer  to 
the  report  of  Mademoiselle  Marie  Antoinette  Lix,  pp.  191-203 
of  Le  Livre  (FOr  des  Femnus  de  France  (Paris,  F.  Polo,  1872) 
which  contains  the  exact  experiences  of  Lieutenant  Marie  Lix 
dunng  the  war. 
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Baccarat  I,  a  mere  girl,  was  quivering  with  im- 
patience and  anger  before  we  started.  At  last  we 
got  under  weigh.  There  were  in  the  dog-cart  of  a 
neighbouring  proprietor,  three  captains  of  the  Free 
Companies  of  the  Jura,  two  soldiers  of  'Ours,'  and 
myself.  The  Laroche  and  Jura  men  followed  in  other 
vehicles.  It  was  like  an  Easter  Monday  trip  of 
employes. 

"  To  crown  all,  three  oflRcers  began,  while  we  were 
yet  on  the  road,  to  speak  of  stopping  for  lunch  at 
Raon-l'£tape.  I  looked  at  them  at  first,  and  indeed 
laughed  a  little,  thinking  it  was  a  bad  joke.  Then, 
seeing  them  serious  and  inclined  to  discuss  the  possible 
menu,  I  said,  'Gentlemen,  if  you  take  lunch  the 
Uhlans  will  certainly  be  informed  of  your  coming,  and 
will  mock  bravely  at  us !  * 

"  They  answered  that  it  could  not  be  expected  that 
soldiers  would  march  or  fight  if  they  had  nothing  for 
lunch.  I  was  inclined  to  say  that  so  far  as  I  had  seen 
we  had  done  but  little  of  either.  We  arrived  at  Raon 
at  seven,  and  as  nothing  more  had  been  said  I  began 
to  hope  that  my  advice  had  been  taken.  But,  in  spite 
of  all,  lunch  was  ordered.  At  ten  we  were  still  at 
table,  when  news  came  from  Baccarat  that  we  need  not 
hurry  ourselves.  The  forty  Uhlans  had  arrived  there 
to  the  minute,  had  levied  their  contributions  at  their 
ease,  were  now  quietly  on  their  way  back,  and  would 
soon  be  within  their  own  lines.  I  declare  that  I  cried 
for  anger  and  shame.  After  this  escapade  my  superior 
officers  dared  not  go  back  to  St.  Die  that  night,  but 
took  up  a  position  in  a  wood  not  far  from  our  break- 
fasting-place  I     The  two  soldiers  who  had  been  with 
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us  in  the  dog-cart  told  their  comrtdes  how  I  had 
insisted  that  there  should  be  no  halt  at  Raon.  but  that 
we  should  go  straight  on  to  entrap  the   Uhlans  at 
Baccarat    The  soldiers  were  furious,  and  would  have 
named  me  captain   by  acclamation.     But  I  warned 
them  that  if  there  were  the  least  manifestation  on  my 
account  m  the  company,  I  would  instantly  resign.    This 
made  tiiem  hold  Uieir  tongues.    But  some  were  so 
discouraged  tiiat  tiiey  would  not  cany  tiieir  knapsacks 
So  I  took  one  from  the  shoulders  of  a  six-foot  giant" 
and  carried  it  on  my  own  till  the  end  of  the  day     I 
refused  to  sup  with  the  well-provisioned  officer^  but 
ate    black   bread  with  the    soltiiers.      Nevertheless, 
several  refused  to  mou. .  guard,  whereupon  I  said  tiiat 
If  they  were  frightened,  I  would  stand  guard  for  them 
The  next  day  we  returned  to  St  Die,  where  my  friends 
received  me  as  one  for  ever  lost    But  I  explained  to 
them  that  all  who  wished  to  live  long  and  obtain  free 
picmcs  at  the  expense  of  tiie  Government  ought  to 
join  our  corps  under  its  new  name  of 'The  Long  Life 
Assurance  Company  of  Laroche,'  which  I  had  given  it 
"Our  commander  on   this   occasion  was   Captain 
Duval.     He  had  somewhat  the  air  of  a  sergeant-major 
wit^  a  pension,  and  his  breast  was  one  panoply  of 

^ffeinV  K  K?'""  ^^^^^'^^^^^  ^-rly)  gained  at 
different  exhibitions  as  a  manufacturer  of  walking- 
sticks  while  the  other  half  re|prded  his  triumphs  in 
long-distance  swimming.  He  travelled  light  all  his 
furniture  and  provisions  following  him  in  two  enormous 
vans,  while  he  himself  caried  only  a  noble  gourd  filled 
with  old  'kirsch,'  which  natuially  became LptieVa. 
the  miles  grew  in  number. 
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'•  To  such  a  man  the  fate  of  six  hundred  men  was 
committed.  He  would  start  bravely  at  the  head  of 
his  column,  shout  windy  commands  as  long  as  it  was 
day,  and  going  through  towns  he  would  look  martial 
enough.  But  while  the  rest  of  us  carried  our  entire 
campaigning  outfit  on  our  backs— sack,  thirty-five 
pounds;  ckassepot,  eleven;  together  with  sabre  and 
revolver— the  Captain  Duval  carried  only  one  of  his 
own  walking-canes,  and  the  famous  gourd,  the  weight 
of  which  reduced  as  we  advance.  But  when,  after 
dark,  his  officers,  I  among  the  number,  asked  the 
commandant  whither  we  were  going,  he  looked  in- 
dignantly at  us,  took  a  pull  at  the  gourd,  and  replied 
—which  was  true  enough— that  that  was  his  business 
and  not  ours  !  But  I,  at  least,  was  not  afraid  of  any 
long-distance  cane-maker  in  the  worid.  So  I  asked 
him  before  all  the  others,  *  Captain,  will  we  be  long  in 
arriving  before  the  enemy  ?' 

"'Faith,  I  know  no  more  about  it  than  you  do,' 
the  brave  Captain  answered  in  a  voice  which  proved 
that  the  gourd  was  by  no  means  so  full  as  it  had 
been. 

"•Have  you,  then,  taken  guides  from  among 
the  peasants?'  I  continued  'For  without  them 
we  are  sure  to  get  lost  among  this  maze  of  cross- 
roads.' 

"  *  Guides,  lieutenant,'  said  he — '  what  guides  ?  I 
never  take  any ! ' 

" '  Then,  Captain,  you  must  know  the  country  like 
the  palm  of  your  hand  ? ' 

" '  I  have  never  set  foot  in  it  before.  Look  here, 
once  for  all,  Lieutenant,  a  good  general  has  no  need 
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of  guides.     He  marches  straight  forward  till  he  finds 
the  Prussians.     Then  he  thrashes  them  I     Voild  I ' 

"Thus  did  Captain  Duval  disclose  his  plan  of  battle  " 
concluded  the  girl  lieutenant.  "  so  simple  and  surprising 
that  I  dropped  at  once  to  the  rear.  It  is  no  use 
argumg  with  a  gallon  of  old  '  kirsch.' " 
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COUNCIL   OF   REVISION 

IjEANWHILE  in  far  Provence,  near  a  sunburnt 
iTl  hill  called  the  Mountain  of  St.  Gabriel,  in  a  part 
of  France  quite  untouched  by  the  hand  of  war,  where 
never  the  boldest  Uhlan  had  pushed  a  reconnaissance, 
the  officers  of  the  new  Government  were  drawing  the 
last  "lot,"  raising  their  final  levy,  as  in  the  days  when 
the  first  Napoleon  took  the  children  from  the  hoop 
and  sph  ning-top  to  replace  that  Grande  Arm^e, 
crumbled  into  ruin  from  Moscow  to  the  Niemen. 

But  the  last  call  of  Republican  Mobiles  made  by 
Gambetta  and  Freycinet  had  much  of  that  humour  in 
it  which  lies  on  the  frontier  of  tears.  For  days  before 
smart  officers  of  the  staff  and  yet  smarter  sergeants 
had  pervaded  the  white  streets  of  St  Gabriel,  clinked 
spurs  along  the  Grande  Cours  where  the  nou-noos  walk 
with  their  babies,  and  the  eternally  unemployed  of  the 
south  manage  to  do  nothing  all  day— and  keep  a 
household  on  the  proceeds. 

Now,  of  course,  nothing  was  talked  about  in  St 
Gabriel  but  the  war,  the  infamy  of  Prussia,  and  what 
surprises  would  be  reserved  for  Von  Moltke  and 
Bismarck  if  they  dared  to  cross  the  Durance  and 
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appear  at  the  gates  of  St.  Gabriel.  Already  all  that 
was  really  most  gallant  and  patriotic  in  the  little  town 
with  its  red-baked  roofs  and  dusty  streets  had  long 
ago  marched  away  among  the  first  volunteers,  or  were 
in  their  places  in  the  regiments  of  the  line— or  mayhap, 
in  their  quiet,  unknown  graves.  The  rest  had  stopped 
on  where  they  were— and  talked.    Ah,  how  they  had 

talked— and  threatened in  the  Caf(6  du  Camargue 

and  that  of  "  Le  Brave  Henri."    Especially  in  the  latter 
had  the  white  plumes  shone.     Companies  had  been 
formed,  officers  chosen,  watches  set     But  somehow 
the  first  wet  night  brought  them  all  in,  officers  and 
men  alike,  to  the  long  bright  room  of  "Le  Brave 
Henri,"  where  the  landlord  smiled  and  rubbed  his 
hands  as  they  stacked  their  rifles  in  the  comer.    Here, 
at  least,  was  a  moment  of  repose  from  the  storms  of 
war,  while  the  wet  and  unhurt  "  Leaguers  of  the  Midi " 
sat  with  a  mounting  pillar  of  little  saucers  before  each 
of  them,  and  destroyed  alternatively  the  Crown  Prince 
and  Manteuffel,  or  Von  Moltke  and  the  Red  Frederic, 
till  not  an  invader  was  left  on  the  sacred  soil  of  the 
fatheriand.     On  late  nights,  when  hope  and  picqttette 
ran  high,  it  was  solemnly  disputed    whether  "the 
Republic"  should   be  content  with  the  Rhine,  from 
Swiss-glacier  to  Hollander-dyke  for  a  boundary,  or 
whether  they  should  demand  also  the  Rhine  provinces, 
and  at  last  finish  with  the  Minster  of  Cologne,  with  a 
tricolour  tied  to  its  weathercock. 

Strangely  enough,  the  news  of  the  morning  might 
be  ever  so  discouraging,  the  day  lamentably  long 
drawn  out  and  filled  only  with  yawns  and  strategic 
marches  to  the  nearest  hamlet,  but  the  evening  in 
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"Le  Brave  Henri"  chased  all  fears  away,  and  Moltke 
and  Manteuffel  were  once  more  trodden  under  foot 

But  this  last  conscription,  which  certain  good  gentle- 
men in  Tours  and  Bordeaux  called  the  levy  en  masse, 
was  on  the  face  of  it  something  infinitely  more  serious! 
For  one  thing,  the  business  of  the  draft  was  administra- 
tive, and  every  Frenchman,  however  much  he  may 
hate  the  Government  of  his  country,  has  an  instinctive 
respect  for  the  administration  thereof. 

At  the  mouldy,  dust-powdered  door  of  the  Mairie, 
peasants  too  old  for  the  conscription  stood  about  with 
their  eyes  on  their  Auguste  or  Jean  Marie— who,  like 
their  Napoleonic  predecessors,  would  gladly  have  be- 
taken themselves  to  the  sweetshops  and  stalls  aligned 
along  the  market-place.    But  within  the  Mairie  the 
scene  was  solemn  enough.    The  authorities  were  in 
session.    The  new  Prefect,  sent  like  a  parcel  from  Paris 
by  the  Government  on  the  4th  September,  was  a 
journalist  who  had  once  had  the  good  fortune  to  be 
imprisoned  under  the  Empire.    Thus  under  the  Re- 
public his  fortune  was  as  good  as  made.    At  first  he 
had  been  ill  received  among  the  aristocracy  of  the 
south,  royalist  to  the  core.    But  since  universal  con- 
scription had  been  ordered,  mau    fathers  of  families 
and  not  a  few  mothers  had  called  upon  him.    With 
him  were  the  Mayor  of  St.  Gabriel,  and  a  general  on 
the  retired  list,  but  now  temporarily  commanding  the 
subdivision.    Two  local  doctors  sat  on  chairs  a  little 
apart,  each  with  a  scared  look,  knowing  well  that  their 
best-paying  patients  would  consider  them  mere  mur- 
derers if  their  sons  were  sent  to  the  War  in  the  East, 
as  it  was  called  in  Provence. 

31 


i 


The  Men  of  the  Mountain 

Now  the   Prefect  was  as  ready  with  the  spoken 
word  as  with  the  pen.     Indeed,  he  had  always  some 
catchword  with  which  he  bored  his  audiences.    People 
who  had  suffered  most  often  declared  that  these  were 
the  titles  of  his  ancient  leading  articles,  and  that  what 
followed  was  only  the  article  itself  warmed  up  a  little. 
But  the  young  spur-clanking  officers  retired  discreetly 
into  the  corridor  at  the  first  sign  of  a  prefectorial  speech. 
The  Mayor  went  to  sleep  in  his  comfortable  chair. 
The  General  looked  over  sheaves  of  papers  that  rustled. 
Only  the  faithful  gendarmes  stood  with  eyes  fixed 
at  attention,  ready  to  suffer  for  their  country.    And 
accordingly  it  was  to  them  that  the  Prefect  addressed 
himself.     His  present  phrase  was  "  the  Idea  of  the 
Government "  in  instituting  military  service,  universal 
and  compulsory,  for  vague  bands  oi  franc-tireurs. 

"The  millionaire's  son,"  he  affirmed,  "shall  march 
side  by  side  \vith  the  son  of  the  mountain  shepherd, 
the  heir  of  the  great  manufacturer  sleep  in  the  next 
cot  to  one  of  his  own  workmen.  This  is  the  Idea  of 
the  Government ! " 

"  It  is  five  minutes  to  twelve,"  said  the  General 
abruptly,  ceasing  for  a  moment  the  rustling  of  his 
papers  in  order  to  pull  out  his  watch. 

"  It  {s  my  duty  to  explain,"  said  the  Prefect—"  I 
may  say  it  is  at  once  my  duty  and  my  privilege.  The 
Government  expects  it  of  me." 

Fuming,    the    General    thrust    out    his    legs    and 

glanced   enviously  at   the    slumbering    Mayor,  who 

could  be  so  much  at  ease  in  the  Municipal   Palace 

of  St.  Gabriel. 

"  There  are  a  lot  of  eggs  in  this  basket,"  he  grumbled. 

32 


'THIS  IS  THE  IDEA  OF  THE  GOVERNMENT 


I  ' 


■W 


m 


Council  of  Revision 

"  Why  not  get  the  conscripts  together,  and  then  let  a 
man  get  out  of  this  harness ! " 

The  Prefect  took  no  notice,  but  opened  his  flood- 
gates yet  wider.  The  gendarmes  nerved  themselves 
to  a  longer  spell  of  expressionless  immobility,  and  in 
the  antechamber  some  fifty  young  men,  lightly  clad 
for  the  ordeal,  shivered  and  played  off  mirthless  joke* 
which  not  even  the  jester  pretended  to  enjoy. 

"  The  Idea  of  the  Government  is  a  noble  one,"  the 
Prefect  went  on;  "the  scion  of  a  noble  race,  the 
untaught  labourer,  the  charcoal-burner  from  far  forests, 

the  miner  with  the  dust  of  the  pit  upon  him " 

"  In  my  command  he  shall  have  a  bath,"  growled 
the  General,  "if  I  have  to  soap  him  myself." 

"  It  is  the  Idea  of  the  Government,"  the  unwearied 
Prefect  went  on  ;  "  no  one  shall  be  exempt.     This  is 
the  new  and  perfect   Republic.    All  shall   be  equal 
The  time  shall  be " 

«  Twelve  o'clock !    Call  in  Number  One,"  interrupted 
the  General,  who  could  stand  this  no  more.     The 
Mayor  awaked,  looked  about  him  to  make  sure  he 
was  not  in  bed,  perceived  his  robes,  and  in  his  turn 
began  to  address  the  audience. 
"Gentlemen  of  the  municipality,"  he  said  pompously 
But  with  him  the  General-commanding  stood  on  no 
ceremony,  because  in  his  private  capacity  the  Mayor 
was   Government   contractor  for  boots  to  the  sub- 
division. 

"Hold    your  tongue!"    he  said  brusquely,   "one 
speakmg  at  a  time  is  enough.    This  is  military  business 
after  alL"  ' 

Number  One  advanced  with  a  modest  assurance, 
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confident  in  his  powerful  protectors.  The  Mayor, 
who  had  never  assisted  at  a  Council  of  Revision  before,' 
checked  himself  in  the  act  of  ordering  Number  One 
into  custody  for  daring  to  appear  in  the  Mairie  in  a 
dress  so  primitive.     But  the  General  cut  him  short. 

"Your  name,  age,  and  rank  ? "  said  the  General  to 
Number  One. 

"In  the  true  Republic,"  exclaimed  the  Prefect, 
'*  there  are  no  ranks." 

"  There  are  in  the  army  1 "  shouted  the  General, 
glowering  fiercely  at  the  civil  authority. 

The  Prefect,  refusing  to  be  put  down,  repeated 
several  times  that  it  was  the  Idea  of  the  Government. 

"  Joseph-John-Marie  de  Boulbon,"  answered  the 
young  man,  after  they  had  settled  their  quarrel. 

The  Prefect  leaned  towards  the  ear  of  the  General 
and  whispered,  "  His  father  is  a  friend  of  mine— called 
upon  me  last  week  — his  support  important,  most 
important  to  the  Government." 

The  General  nodded  with  the  air  of  one  who  knew 
all  about  it 

"I  am  interested  in  Number  Six,"  he  said,  con- 
sulting the  list  before  him. 

"Exempt!"  said  the  Prefect,  and  with  no  more 
delay  than  putting  on  his  clothes,  Number  One  was 
restored  to  the  bosom  of  an  anxious  family  waiting 
outside.  Then,  during  the  consideration  of  the  next 
four  cases,  nothing  material  happened.  They  were 
common  lads  enough,  some  of  them  sons  of  widows, 
others  with  weak  chests,  ready  to  be  nipped  in  the 
first  frost  of  the  campaign— but  in  any  case  good 
enough  to  fill  the  ranks  of  the  Mobiles.    They  had  no 
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friends  at  court.  Their  stammered  explanations  were 
not  attended  to.  The  entire  Council  of  Revision 
seemed  to  be  suddenly  stricken  deaf  when  one  of  them 
spoke. 

But  the  General's  friend,  Number  Six,  found 
deficient  in  eyesight,  was  immediately  exempted.  So 
was  Number  Seven,  the  nephew  of  the  Mayor,  though 
the  champion  athlete  of  the  town.  Then  Number 
Eight  told  how  his  father  and  brother  had  been  killed, 
one  at  Worth  and  one  at  Saint  Privat  Much  against 
his  will  he  must  stay  with  his  mother  and  take  care  of 
the  ewes  during  the  lambing  season.  After  that  he 
would  gladly  volunteer. 

"  Good  for  the  service  I "  pronounced  the  Prefect  of 
the  Republic  of  fraternity  and  equality,  adding  for  the 
fiftieth  time  that  this  was  the  Idea  of  the  Government. 
Thus,  and  not  otherwise,  did  the  impartial  Council  of 
Revision  of  the  town  of  St.  Gabriel  perform  its  delicate 
functions  and  manfully  carry  through  its  task.* 

Among  those  who  asked  for  no  exemption  and 
declared  no  infirmity  was  a  young  man  upon  whose 
erect  carriage  even  the  General  cast  a  look  of  favour, 
while  the  officer  of  recruitment  jotted  him  down  in  his 
book  as  possessing  "the  makings  of  a  smart  colour- 
sergeant"  His  name  was  Ludovic  Villars,  and  he 
was  the  son  of  a  banker  and  money-lender  who,  so  they 
said,  had  long  ago  fled  the  country  to  escape  a  dis- 
graceful failure.  Ludovic  had  been  brought  up  by  his 
maternal  aunt,  a  very  respectable  woman  who  took 
in  washing.  But  he  had  educated  himself  in  the 
schools  of  St.  Gabriel,  at  the  college  at  Montpellier, 
*  Vide  L.  Pichon,  I^  loi  Moblois,  Paris,  1874. 
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hoping  one  day  to  make  himself  a  member  of  the 
bar  and  advocate  of  the  courts.  But  out  of  sessidn 
and  in  his  own  country  he  worked  at  the  trade  which 
he  had  learned  in  order  to  use  as  one  uses  a  tool. 
He  became  a  plumber— a  trade  which,  in  St.  Gabriel, 
is  chiefly  conducted  on  the  crumbling  roofs  of  tiled 
houses  with  every  hair  and  tag  of  clothing  blown  out 
stiffly  southward  by  the  mighty  winds  of  the  Rhone 
Valley. 

But  at  Montpellier  he  was  Ludovic  Villars,  student 
and  bursar  of  the  faculty  of  law  in  the  university  of 
that  learned  city. 
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JONATHAN   AND   HIS   DAVID 

IN  a  day  or  two  after  the  adventure  of  David  Alix 
and  the  Military  Chaplain,  it  happened  that  the 
forces  of  Von  Hartmann,  checked  in  their  southward 
movement,  turned  northward,  with  the  purpose  of 
sweeping  the  two  mountain  departments  of  the  Doubs 
and  the  Jura  clear  of  "  bush-whackers,"  as  also  of  the 
lingering  debris  of  Bourbaki's  broken  army  of  the 
south-east,  now  safely  refuged  in  Switzerland.  The 
Germans  opened  out  a  very  wide  front,  Uhlans  and 
lancers  scouring  the  plains  and  valleys,  while  with 
patient  assiduity  the  slower-footed  infantry  searched 
every  clump  and  drew  each  copse  and  forest 

Soldiers  in  uniform,  assumed  to  have  formed  part 
of  Bourbaki's  command,  were  directed  upon  Germany. 
But  even  so,  the  numbers  of  the  regiments  were  care- 
fully compared  with  the  known  rolls  of  the  French 
armies  which  had  surrendered  to  the  Swiss  colonels. 
If  a  man  were  wounded  he  was  required  to  undergo 
an  examination  as  to  when  and  where  he  had  received 
his  hurt  If  the  wound  appeared  too  fresh,  or  the 
unfortunate  was  unable  to  sh>  ■  his  livret  militaire, 
his   chances  of  being  treated    to   the    sharp  shrift 
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ac.0^^^  to  the  un,ice««,/„«.,^«^  „„,  ^^^ 

d,rect.o„  of  Belfort,  still  gallantly  holding  o^ 
Along  the  edges  of  that  gloomy  lake  nf  <;t  p  •  . 

'ying,  eacft  with  hiS  own  pece  of  rock  hfhir^A   w 

h  Td '""  ■'""r  "^  *'  >-"  of"  »^  of'.h'is 

rif  ^  '  '"'*''™''  "^  *«  ^olit^-y  fighters 
each  for  h.s  own  hand,  and  they  had  dLTnLlv 
promptly,  with  their  faces  to  the  foe  whon,  .      ^  ^' 

*ey  had  buckled  on  thecartritttTShaTw::^ 
and  manoeuvred  to  slay.  'a' naa  waited 

Marching  through  the  go,ge  of  La  Cluse  and  alons 
the  Swiss  frontier,  the  battalions  of  Von  iZtT^^ 
swept  both  sides  of  the  Doubs  water  LTaras^^r; 
They  e„^p^  j^„y  ^^  ^^  ^^^  "ver  ^^ 

.t  first  becomes  the  boundaiy  between  Fran«  and  i! 
Confedeiatioa    As  clear  as  ever  A.  r  ^ 

soiinH.^  »!,       •  "*  German  bueles 

or^iptno^:r,::rb*;rLet 

^^rra^yinX"--"  ""«--- - 
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And  David,  to  whom  all  this  country  had  been 
familiar  since  infancy,  pointed  south  across  the  pine- 
filled  valley  of  the  Doubs  to  where,  on  the  Swiss 
slopes,  a  house  smoked  hospitably  and  kindly.  It 
was  a  large  building  with  many  outhouses,  half  stock- 
farm,  half  ch&teau. 

"  My  mother's  house— the  farm  of  Villars  Chaumont," 
he  explained. 

"  In  our  country  we  should  call  it  a  chateau  if  it 
were  only  half  that  size,"  said  the  Military  Chaplain, 
into  whose  care  David  Alix  had  been  committed. 
*'  Now  at  last  it  is  clear  to  me  why  you  were  always 
so  spoiled  in  the  matter  of  lodgings  when  we  were  at 
the  C  ilege-on-the-Mound.  You  were  rich  and  never 
told  u^. 

"You  are  wro  g,"  David  answered  gently,  with  the 
curious  compelling  quiet  in  his  voice  which  made  belief 
by  no  means  a  matter  of  choice.  "All  that  belongs 
to  my  mother  as  the  heir  of  my  step-father.  But  I 
shall  never  touch  a  copper  nor  call  a  stone  of  it 
my  own." 

"  These  be  most  noble  sentiments,  my  David,"  said 
the  Chaplain,  "  and  do  you  credit  But  as  in  my  old 
age,  when  a  grateful  country  retires  me  with  a  pension 
of  two  silver  marks  a  day,  I  mean  to  come  and  spend 
the  evening  of  my  life  '  sitting  under  you,'  as  they  used 
to  say  in  Scotland,  do  not,  I  beg  of  you,  let  any  such 
quixotry  stand  between  me  and  my  little  comforts  I " 

"  It  is  no  quixotry,"  David  Alix  went  on  ;  "  though 
I  am  the  only  son  of  my  mother,  I  am  not  her  only 
child— for  which  I  thank  God,  as  you  will  also,  my 
friend,  when  you  see  my  half-sister  No^lie  !  " 
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"  I  am  a  rough  fellow  and  hardened  by  this  cam- 
paigning work.  I  fear  it  will  say  little  to  me  though 
your  sister  be  fair  as  the  Star  of  the  Shepherds  which 
they  see  calling  them  home  ! " 

Then  David  Alix  told  how  his  beautiful  mother, 
left  poor  by  the  death  of  his  father  within  a  year  after 
his  own  birth,  had  designed  the  boy  from  his  cradle  for 
that  "ministry  of  the  Word"  which  his  father's  life 
had,  on  these  green  Jura  mountains,  so  well  illustrated 
To  enable  David  Alix  the  Younger  to  do  this  under 
the    most  favourable  auspices,  Madame   David  the 
Elder  had  consented  to   marry  a  wealthy  French 
banker,  who  for  his  own  reasons  was  living  retired  on 
the  borders  of  Switzerland,  and,  if  reports  were  to  be 
trusted,  still  making  a  considerable  profit,  at  the  time 
of  his  marriage,  by  finding  money  for  the  great  watch 
manufacturersof  Le  Lochle  and  Fonds-both  toincrease 
their  business,  and  also  by  enabling  them  to  reach  the 
French  markets  without  having  to  submit  their  goods 
to  the  formality  and  expense  of  a  Customs'  examina- 
Uon.     His  headquarters  were  south  of  Berets  and 
directly  opposite  the   French  village  of  Chaillaxon 
which  Monsieur  Villars  had  gradually  made  into  a  city 
of  refuge  for  the  most  daring  smugglers  on  all  the 
frontiers  of  the  East— men  who,  as  the  saying  went 
had  "  no  cold  in  their  eyes."    But  now,  apparently,  the 
Government  of  France  was  reaping  the  benefit  of  what 
It  had  so  long  attempted  to  suppress.     For  in  all  the 
districts  occupied  by  the  Germans  there  was  not  one 
in  which  they  had  to  fight  harder  to  maintain  them- 
selves than  in  that    smuggling,   fighting,  turbulent, 
debatable  land  of  the  Upper  Doubs. 
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"  And  that,"  said  David,  "  was  largely  the  doing  of 
my  step-father.  Monsieur  Henri  Antoine  Villars,  once  a 
banker  of  Provence.  Against  himself  I  have  nothing 
to  say,  that  is,  so  far  as  I  am  personally  concerned. 
He  was  a  good  husband  to  my  mother,  a  good  father 
to  me.  But  his  ways  were  not  ours— at  least,  not 
mine.  And  since  his  death  I  have  thought  it  my  duty 
to  repay  into  the  estate  that  will  one  day  be  No^lie's, 
every  centime  of  what  he  expended  on  making  me  a 
pastor  I " 

The  Military  Chaplain  laughed  aloud,  and  clapped 
his  friend  on  the  back. 

"  Hear  him,"  he  cried.  "Surely,  my  David,  you  have 
neglected  the  reading  of  your  Bible !  Did  you  ever 
chance  to  read  what  the  people  of  Israel  did  when 
they  spoiled  the  Egyptians  ?  I  suppose,  of  course, 
that  your  step-father  was  a  Catholic  ? " 

"  No,"  David  answered,  regretfully  and  thoughtfully, 
"  I  do  not  think  that  a  single  thought  of  religion  ever 
entered  his  head  But  then,  again,  l^e  did  not  in  the 
least  interfere  with  that  of  any  one  else.  And  that 
is  why  I  was  able  without  hindrance  to  become  a  mis 
sioner  of  the  Evangel  at  Edinburgh  and  Geneva,  an 
also  why  my  mother,  though  ten  years  married  to  this 
Provencal  banker,  continued  to  be  known  by  the 
people  among  whom  my  father  did  his  lifework  as 
•  Madame  David  Alix '  I " 

At  this  point  David's  tale  seemed  to  hesitate  a  little. 
He  looked  down  with,  as  it  seemed,  a  certain  shame, 
which  caused  the  Military  Chaplain  to  call  out  heartily, 
"  What,  my  David,  since  you  know  so  much  about  this 
smuggling  business,  own  up,  lad !    Did  you  not  take  a 
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trip  or  two  yourself  across  the  frontier,  when  the  blood 
was  young  and  ran  hotly  in  the  veins  ?" 

Instead  of  being  helped  to  that  confession  which 
eases  the  soul,  David  appeared  more  embarrassed  than 
ever. 

"  It  is  not  as  you  think,"  he  said  in  a  low  voice,  and 
with  his  eyes  upon  the  goats'  path  by  which  they  were 
descending  into  the  valley;  "but—but— I  have  had 
doubts— doubts  which  I  have  never  shared  with  any 
but  you,  Hermann,  that  since  my  father's  death,  my 
mother  has  continued  and  even  increased  his  wholesale 
smuggling  traffic ! " 

"And    suppose    she   has,  what  then?"    said  the 
Military  Chaplain,  with  a  friendly  arm  on   David's 
shoulder.     "  Why,  all  women  are  bom  smugglers-the 
best  of  them  will   lie  like  ragpickers  when   passing 
through  a  Customs  House.    I  have  a  mother  at  home. 
Better  and  more  saintly  has  no  man,  and  yet  if  Mother 
Falk  came  back  from  seeing  her  sister  at  Dorpat 
(which,  you  may  remember,  is  in   Russia)  without 
both  side-pockets  bulging  with  caviare  for  herself  and 
blond  tobacco  for  the  Father,  she  would  feel  that  she 
had  lost  her  opportunities— yes,  and  tempted  Provi-  • 
dence  by  disdaining  the  good  things  it  had  put  in  her 
way!    Therefore  be  easy  in  your  mind,  my  David. 
Let  your  mother  smuggle  a  little  or  a  great  deal, 
according  to  the  way  of  life  in  which  her  lot  has' 
been  cast ! " 

David  was  not  at  all  convinced  by  this  reasoning. 
He  felt,  however,  that  it  was  no  time  to  argue  upon 
such  questions.  The  Chaplain  had  arranged  with  his 
brother  of  the  Stettiners  to  take  his  duty,  so  that  he 
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was  free  for  the  night  It  would  be  good,  he  thought, 
to  dine  once  more  with  napkin  and  a  white  tablecloth 
before  him,  in  a  country  not  war-ruined,  to  see  the 
gleam  of  silver  on  the  board,  and  happy  faces  about 
it  He  had  the  permission  of  the  Colonel  in  his 
pocket,  and  in  any  case,  was  he  not  Hermann  Falk, 
Chaplain  of  Trossel's  Colberg  Grenadiers,  and  in  some 
wise  confessor-extraordinary  to  the  King-Emperor? 
In  any  case,  not  a  man  to  be  lightly  said  "No"  to ! 
He  was  accustomed  rather  to  make  his  own  way 
through  things,  this  stalwart,  vehement,  martial,  head- 
strong Chaplain  of  the  Colberg  Regiment  1 

But  the  Pastor  was  pursued  by  a  certain  diffidence. 

"Hermann,"  he  said,  "you  will  excuse  my  mother 
if  you  find  her  sympathies  are  strongly  French  in  this 
sad  business.  The  daughter  of  a  French-speaking 
farmer  in  Alsace,  the  wife  of  a  Provencal  banker,  with 
a  daughter  educated  in  Montauban  and  Paris,  she  is 
not  like  us  other  Switzers— French,  Germans,  and 
Italians  dwelling  under  one  roof,  governed  by  one 
Confederation,  without  one  being  better  considered 
than  the  others ! " 

.  "Ah!"  said  the  Chaplain,  "you  Swiss!  You  are 
the  marvels  of  Europe,  spoiling  the  Egyptian  at  your 
leisure  and  according  to  your  consciences— the  only 
quarrel  among  your  cantons  being  that  no  one  shall 
monopolise  the  plunder— Switzerland,  to  which  come 
the  powers  of  the  earth  and  the  glory  of  them,  jingling 
their  purses  and  saying,  '  Here  we  are,  strangers,  pray 
take  us  in ! ' " 

But  David  held  to  his  thought  In  his  slow  mild  way. 
"You  will  be  welcome  in  that  part  of  the  ChAteau 
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of  Villars  Chaumonl  which  is  mine     All  I  !.,„.  • 

you,  «„,  to  what  „eiU,«r  you  nor  I  can^Ip  ^ 

ColS'.Ta°''"';:''''°*  *«  Ch^P'^"  of  ft' 
^.oioergers      I  am  neither  a  fool  nor  a  youngline  •  I 

find  my«lf  perforce  in  your  mother's  counfo-  and 
these  my  people  in  the  tents  over  yonder  a^  2iu- 

«;^"toi''r  "1 «'"«— CcziT! 

expect  to  be  welcome  f    Why.  if  you  were  chaplain  of 

mother  k"""'"'""  "'""'■y-  P"''"^  !"  from  of  I 
mother's  house  and  cuttine  uo  her  h^    ".u        "'^ 

ho^s'  feet-well,  it  would Vfuct  f^Tou^f  t'"'"' 
understood  no  German     Po,  it  Jf        '  ^°"' 

would  assuredly  U^e"'  '^''  **  ^•"  '^ 

Ch^lV^lJ"  "'*'"  '""  '■""''"  >»«  apologised  but 
uo  ^e  hilfrr"  ^*"'  '"'™P">'  l^de  him^;Si.  on 

h^J^  ^  ^    1  '  """^"y  "'*  ™''  is  not  welcome 
but  <iii»wr  /    David,  lead  on  I "  welcome, 

up  * *^A  to'tht  f  "  n?""  °'  ^'■™"°"'  ■>«  PO-'ed 

Qfr,.r„r  %  .  English  speech,  but  with  a 

strong  Germanic  accent.  "  Couratre    hr Jk       i 
stumble  I "  courage,  brother,  do  not 
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'THEY  came  into  a  new  land  as  they  climbed  up 
^"d  "P-  Away  across  the  valley  of  the  Doubs. 
on  the  French  side,  the  farm  of  Les  CoUincs  still 
smoked,  the  last  faint  blue  reek  rising  high  into  the 
st.ll  air.  There,  said  David,  a  tragedy  had  been 
grimly  acted  out  Father  Francois,  his  rifle  broken 
into  two  pieces,  lay  dead  on  the  threshold     At  the 

Sr?K  °^  i^l.^'^."^*^  ^''  '°"  ^"'^  ^1^°  had  been 
left,  the  old  blunderbuss  he  used  for  scaring  rooks 

twisted  underneath  him;    Mother  Francois  -  called 

La  Grande  Flore-sobbed  somewhere,  doubtless,  on 

the  edges  of  the  woods.     David,  with  arm  extended, 

pointed  It  out  to  his  friend,  who  stood  with  lowering 

W.  sighing  deeply,  the  heart  within  him  infinitely 

"It  is  war  I"  he  muttered.  "God  help  us,  God 
give  us  peace!  Yet  I  see  not  how  to  prevent  it  We 
ourselves-for  I  take  you  to  be  at  heart  of  your 
adopted  country-taught  you  the  way.  Often  have 
I  heard  my  Gran'ther  Fritz  tell  of  how  it  was  after 
Jena  and  Eylau-still  more  after  the  Beresina,  and 
again  after  Leipzig— the  men  of  every  German  boure 
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fell  upon  the  rear  of  the  French  retreat.    Then  woe 
to  the  pillaging  hussar  who  slipped  a  little  aside  from 
the  main  column  in  the  hope  that  by  good  riding  he 
might  regain  his  comrades  with  a  brace  of  fowls  or  a 
ham  a-swing  at  his  saddle-bow.     Perhaps  the  hope 
of  schnapps  tempted   him,  perhaps  only  the  lust  of 
adventure,  seeing  far  off  the  chimney  of  a  farm  possibly 
yet  unplundered  I    Woe  to  the  '  galloper '  with  a  horse 
fallen  suddenly  lame.     That  day  the  '  Little  Corporal ' 
waited  in  vain  for  despatches.     A  man  fell  out  to 
bandage  his  feet,  an  infantryman  eased  himself  of  the 
sack  which  had  been  making  his  back  feel  like  one 
single  wound!     A   rustling  behind  the  hedge,   the 
muzzle  of  a  blunderbuss  poked  ttirough  almost  against 
the  back  of  the  solitary  man,  a  puff  of  blue  smoke, 
some  noise,  but  not  much— for  the  peasants,  poachers 
to  a  man,  knew  the  secret  of  the  quarter  charge  at 
short  ranges— and  then  again  at  rolUall  that  night  a 
man  was  lacking  when   'Dubois'  or   'Rossel'  was 
called  by  the  sergeant  of  his  company!    Then  next 
day,  as   it  has  been  done  over  yonder,  peasant-folk 
were  slain,  women  were  widows  or  woree,  and  farm- 
house after  farmhouse  went  up  in  flames   like  that 
poor  Les  ColJines  of  P^re  Francois ! " 

"  Yes,  I  have  heard  it  all,"  David  answered ;  "there 
are  excuses  enough— pi-ecedents  to  spare.  I  know 
that  the  peasants  will,  whatever  I  say,  continue  to 
make  war  in  their  own  fashion,  and  when  taken,  be 
content  to  die  for  it.  There  have  been  guerillas, '  free 
corps,'  solitary  fighters  in  all  wars.  Why,  my  mother 
remembers  how  in  1 8 14,  at  the  Gorges  of  Toul,  the 
peasants  made  a  scheme,  under  the  leadership  of  one 
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CoLimander  Brice,  to  carrj'  off  the  Emperors  Alex- 
ander and  Francis.  It  took  thirty  thousand  men  to 
take  the  sovereigns  through  the  pass!  Ves,  thirty 
thousand,  and  with  them  the  best  artillery  of  the 
guard.  Whereupon  General  Wrede,  commanding  the 
allied  armies,  solemnly  summoned  a  court-martial  and 
tried  Commander  Brice.  He  was  condemned  to  death 
m  absence,  and  executed  in  effigy !  But.  says  my 
mother  m  conclusion,  'that  did  not  prevent  him  eating 
an  excellent  dinner  in  this  very  house  thirty-five  years 

Through  the  slight  haze  which  the  burning  of  Les 
Colhnes  had  spread  along  the   Swiss  plateau  of  the 
Doubs,  they  came  to  Villars  Chaumont.     David  Mix 
avoiding  the  great  court,  made  as  if  to  enter  by  a 
little  door  overlooking  the  hills  of  Canton  NeuchAtel 
For  this  doubtless  he  had  his  reasons.     There  was  a 
noise  in  the  courtyard  which  made  itself  heard  even 
above  the  rough  voices  of  angry  men  in  the  heat  of 
debate.     It  was  the  cry  of  a  woman  mourning  the 
death  of  all  that  were  dear  to  her-the  cry  which,  in 
our  colder  regions  of  the  north,  is  only  heard  when  a 
child  ,s  bom  into  the  world.     It  was  La  Grande  Flore 
wailing  for  her  husband  and  son  done  to  death,  for  the 
home  plundered   and   burned,  for  her  daughter  and 
hereelf  suddenly  thrust  out  homeless  and  wtw-nigh 
mad.  * 

As  the  Chaplain  of  Trossel's  Colbergers  put  his 
hand  upon  the  little  iron  railing  which  protected  the 
few  worn  steps  that  led  up  to  David's  private  rooms 
m  Villars  Chaumont.  a  shot  was  fired  from  the  window 
m  the  angle  to  the  right.     The  Military  Chaplain  did 
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not  fall  instantly.  His  right  hand  clutched  more 
tightly  the  rail  of  the  outside  stairway.  He  felt  his 
feet  grow  numb  and  heavy  beneath  him.  The  fingers 
of  the  other  hand  went  groping  uncertainly  towards 
the  breast  of  his  tunic,  and  as  David  Alix,  suddenly 
realising  into  what  a  death-trap  he  had  unwittingly 
led  the  preserver  of  his  life,  turned  suddenly  on  the 
threshold  with  the  key  still  in  his  hand,  the  Military 
Chaplain  fell  forward  into  his  arms. 

David  carried  his  wounded  friend  to  his  own  bed- 
no  easy  task  for  a  man  so  much  slighter  than  Hermann 
Falk.  Hastily  he  locked  the  door,  and  without  inquiry 
or  pause  stripped  off  the  Chaplain's  coat,  cutting  away 
the  linen  to  lay  bare  the  wound.  It  was  under  the 
shoulder  to  the  right  The  bullet,  fired  from  above, 
had  glided  off  the  shoulder-blade,  and  embedded  itself 
in  the  flesh  near  the  backbone.  Now  David  had 
learned  something  of  surgery  in  a  rough  way  in  the 
couple  of  summer  sessions  spent  at  Edinburgh,  when 
he  frequented  the  hospitals.  He  saw  at  once  that 
there  would  be  no  more  campaigning  for  Hermann 
Falk  for  many  a  day. 

The  first  words  of  the  Chaplain  as  he  came  to 
himself  were  characteristic. 

"  David,"  he  said,  "  I  am  glad  you  did  not  stick 
that  knife  of  yours  through  my  uniform  coat  It  is 
the  only  one  I  shall  have  till  I  see  old  Manteuffel's 
captain  of  equipment ! " 

"Oh,  Hermann,"  David  cried,  his  eyes  brimming 
and  his  fingers  knotting  and  untwining  themselves 
with  grief,  "  how  can  you  ever  forgive  me  for  having 
brought  you  straight  to  this  abode  of  bloody  men  ? 
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I  thought  that  here  at  least  you  would  be  safe  I  In 
my  mother's  house,  in  my  company—you,  the  man 
who  only  a  little  while  ago  saved  my  life  I " 

"The  fortune  of  war,  my  David,"  said  the  Military 
Chaplain ;  "but  hand  me  my  coat  again.  So— hold 
it  for  me."  He  groped  1^  r  „;  the  pockets  with  his  ' 
untouched  arm.  "  Ah,  ny  p:  k-  f,  ,-. :.,,  .^d  you,  good 
friend.  Old  Armed  NeutnUty  \rt  me  s..  if  you  are 
all  ready  to  say  your  'rw  'vo  d'< !  ' 

And  smiling  like  a  ..  d  u'.Mi  .  toy.  <:>.  Chaplain 
clicked  a  spring  anu  lumc  '  i^.  r.  co  .In.;  chamber  of 
a  regulation  army  ouxer's  i?w.v/c-  counting  the  cart 
ridges  as  he  did  sa  "  One,  iwo.  t>.  . „.  four,  five,  and 
six!  Good!  What  arm.^  1.  .,  you,  my  David,  in 
case  we  should  be  again  attacKcd ! " 

There  was  a  pause  while  the  wounded  man  inven- 
toned  the  contents  of  David's  pockets  and  bedroom. 
"A  pen-holder,  a  piece  of  sealing-wax,  a  clothes- 
brush— not  much  help  there,  David  I  An  ink-erasei 
—good  1  A  nail-file— better  an^  better.  There  now, 
my  David,  that  you  have  made  me  comfortable,  don't 
you  think  that  you  might  go  off  and  see  what  it  is  all 
about,  only— lock  the  door  and  take  the  key  with  you 
I  and  old  •  Armed  Neutrality '  here  will  stop  and  keep 
watch  I "  '^ 

David  Alix  was  going  out  when  Hermann  Falk 
called  him  back. 

••  I  suppose  now  I  shall  be  a  prisoner  of  war  if  these 
Swiss  fellows  of  yours  see  me.  I  am  across  the 
boundary-line.  But  at  any  rate,  get  me  a  doctor  who 
will  take  this  piece  of  lead  out— not  one  of  those 
rascally  French  fellows  who  refused   to   attend  on 
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their  own  men  when  Bourbaki  came  this  i^-ay.  A 
little  too  far  with  a  French  probe  and  it  would  be  all 
over  with  Hermann  Falk  I  Oh,  for  old  Schmidt  of 
the  Colbergers,  though  I  quarrel  with  him  every  day 
and  all  the  day  I  But  I  suppose  a  Swiss-trained 
butcher  will  have  to  serve.  Trossel's  Colbergers 
cannot  do  without  chaplain  and  doctor  both  at  once, 
mrhfranc-Hreurs  taking  freedoms  from  every  window 
even  in  peaceful  Switzerland.  But  oh,  David,  see  that 
the  Colonel  hears  of  this.  What  a  disgrace  if  the 
Emperor's  own  chaplain  were  marked  a  deserter  on 
the  regimental  rolls  I " 
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nUT  instead  of  Pastor  David  Alix  there  came  into 
the  Jhamber  of  the  wounded  German  chaplain 
a  wonderful  vision.  In  spite  of  locked  doo«  h 
^e  appearing  in  the  shape  of  the  young  girl,  one 
No^lie.hal^s,5ter  to  David  Alix.  She  wonThfr  black 
hair  knotted  low  on  her  neck.  Her  eyes  were  dark 
also  and  full  of  the  softening  mist  of  tea  s  unshed. 
As  die  opened  the  door  which  David  had  locked  so 
^fully  she  tinkled  a  bunch  of  keys  that  hung  at  her 
waist  She  found  the  Military  Chaplain  oi  Ae  Col- 
bergers  with  his  eye  glinting  along  the  tube  of  his 

from  which  he  had  been  already  fired  upon,  he  might 
expect  to  enter  when  the  door  opened. 

But  No^lie  ViUars  entered  feariessly.  With  the 
master-key  of  the  housewife  in  her  hand,  she  smiled 
down  upon  Hermann  Falk. 

"  l"lT'  K,  *  *""'"'^."  ^"^  '*'^' '"  '^^y  S^  German, 
I  am  terribly  sorry  for  what  has  happened     It  was 

tftat  poor  mad  woman  whose  husband  and  son  were 
shot  dead  in  front  of  their  own  burning  dwelling-La 
Grande  Flore  of  Les  Collines.    Before  La  Petite  could 
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stop  her,  she  had  seized  her  daughter's  chassepot — 
she  is  in  the  Laroche  corps,  a  lieutenant — and  fired 
at  you  as  you  were  coming  up  the  path  I " 

The  Military  Chaplain  nodded  his  head  and  let 
drop  the  muzzle  of  his  pistol.  He  heard  what  the 
girl  said  in  a  sort  of  vague  way,  as  if  it  were  nothing 
personal  to  himself.  It  was  as  if  he  heard  rather  by 
some  sixth  sense  than  by  his  cars.  The  fever  of  his 
wound  kept  mounting  within  him.  He  saw  through 
a  milky  blue  haze  which  buzzed,  but  yet  without 
himself  losing  consciousness  in  the  least.  Indeed,  his 
perceptions  seemed,  if  anything,  clearer  than  before. 
Only  he  could  not  answer.  His  tongue  refused  its 
office.  He  was  living  in  a  kind  of  dream,  contented, 
and  ready  to  accept  anything  that  was  brought  him 
by  this  young  girl,  the  like  of  whom  for  daintiness 
and  a  curious  practical  precision  of  speech  and  action 
he  had  never  seen. 

"  Let  me  see  the  wound ! "  The  words  seemed  to 
arrive  from  afar.  "  You  can  safely  trust  to  me.  Not 
long  ago  I  was  Sister  No^lie  of  the  Schwesternhaus 
of  the  Red  Cross  abcve  Neuchltel,  to  which  the  cars 
run  on  cogged  wheels  up  the  steep  hill.  So  all  this — 
your  wound  and  all,  is  child's  play  to  one  who  has 
nursed  Bourbaki's  men.  There — turn  a  little  on  the 
pillow.     I  will  call  my  brother  David  ! " 

It  somehow  appeared  to  the  wounded  man  that  if 
she  went  now,  he  would  be  left  to  the  mercy  of  the 
mad  woman.  His  speech  returned.  He  called  to  her 
in  German  to  stay  with  him,  and  ex-Sister  No^lie,  of 
the  Schwesternhaus  on  the  hill  above  the  lake  to 
which  the  cogged  cars  ran,  turned  on  the  threshold 
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of  the  door  and  signed  imperiously  to  Hermann  Falk 
to  be  silent  But  she  accompanied  the  gesture  with 
a  smile  of  encouragement  which  caused  the  Military 
Chaplam  to  sink  down  with  a  sigh  on  his  pillow  He 
understood  that  he  was  no  longer  a  free  ageni,  and 
If  Sister  No^hc,  late  of  the  Red  Cross,  had  returned 
rifle  m  hand,  he  might  have  smiled,  but  he  could  not 
have  moved  hand  or  foot ! 

After  that  he  did  not  remember  much  more,  at 
least   not  clearly.      Only  she  had   not  gone  away 
bomeone  else  was  there  too.    Who  could  it  be  ?    Oh 
yes,  David  1     But  again,  who  was  David  ?    What  a 
fool  he  was !     Of  course,  the  David  of  the  old  hacked 
benches  m  the  Church  history  classroom,  where  they 
began   to  attend  when   the  Principal   threw  himself 
clear  of  his  gown  that  he  might  the  more  clearly 
grapple  with  the  deep  things  of  God  (which  are  also 
the  commonplaces  of  the  life  of  man).     There  was 
^at  difficulty  about  the  desires  which  a  man  cannot 
help-were  they  sinful  or  not  ?     He  must  have  that 
out  with  the  professor.     But  before  he  could  engage 
in  theological  argument,  the  soft  touch  of  fingers  dis- 
tracted  him.      Who  would    have  thought  that  the 
Professor  of  Church  History  had  a  hand  like  cool 
velvet     And  then,  before  Hermann  Falk  could  make 
up  his  mind  on  this  point  (which  somehow  seemed  all 
ot  a  sudden  more  important  than  all  philosophy),  the 
whole  woHd  blurred  and  ran  together  with  a  sweet, 
sticky   suffocation-which    proceeded   from   a   hand- 
kerchief imbued   with  chloroform   that  David   Alix 
under  the  direction  of  the  doctor,  held  to  his  friend's 
tace. 
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CHAPTER  VIII. 

NOT  PEACE,  BUT  A  SWORD 

DASTOR  DAVID  ALIX  found  his  mother's  neigh- 
1       bour,  the  farmer's  wife  of  Les  Collines,  raging 
fiercely  that  she  had  not  been  allowed  to  enter  and 
fitilsh  "the  German  murderer."    For  the  moment  he 
understood  that  there  was  nothing  to  be  done  with 
^*cr.    She  would  not  even  listen  to  his  words,  striking 
th  her  nails  at  his  face  like  a  cat  loth  to  see  her 
children  drowned    He  told  her  that  it  was  not  by 
any  means  the  Pomeranian  Regiment,  of  which  his 
frw^  was  chaplain,  which  had  fired  the  farm  and  shot 
domm  her  two  bread-winners ;  that  was  the  act  of 
Vat  der  Tann's  Bavarians.     She  would  not  listen, 
raving  against  all  Germans  and  ciying  that  she  would 
die  happy  if  only  she  could  blood  them  one  by  one. 
Her  daughter,  the  officer  oi  fraiu-tireurs,  whose  fame 
and  exploits  had  first  called  the  attention  of  the  in- 
vaders to  the  farm,  sat  holding  her  mother  in  her 
chair  with  the  strong,  weather-nipped  hands  that  had 
so    easily  managed   the  chassepot   in  many  a   stiff" 
skirmish. 

She  was  whispering  In  her  mover's  ear.      David 
could  not  make  out  her  words,  but  seeing  that  they 
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calmed  the  furious  woman  far  more  than  his  untimely 
mmistrations,  he  left  the  two  together.     Lieutenant 
Flore  Francois,  of  the  Laroche  Free  Corps,  was  not 
by  any  means  enforcing  spiritual  consolations  to  the 
mother  who  had  seen  the  blood  of  her  beloved.    On 
the  contrary,  speaking  for  the  Laroche  Corps  and  for 
herself,  she  promised  vengeance,   sure,   prompt,  and 
complete.     Not  one  who  had  had  anything  to  do  with 
the  slaughter  of  Father  Francois  and  the  young  Louis 
should  escape.     It  was  certainly  no  time  for  David  to 
persist    The  gospel  of  forgiveness  to  enemies  stood 
no  chance  within  sight  of  the  smoking,  blood-drenched 
threshold  of  Les  Collines,  on  the  hill  over  against  the 
window  of  Villars  Chaumont  where  widowed  mother 
and   fatherless  daughter  sat  together.     Their  spirit 
was    that    which  sent    down    Samson    to   slay  the 
Philistines. 

David  went  to  his  mother's  chamber  to  ask  for  her 
assistance.     It  was  empty.     A  deep  cupboard  in  the 
wall  stood  open.     He  looked  within.     It  extended  far 
under  the  stoop  of  the  roof,  and  contained  rifles  and 
packages  of  ammunition,  closely  and  carefully  ranged 
It  was  the  first  time  that  David  had  acquired  any 
certainty  as  to  the  purpose  his  mother  had  in  making 
Chateau  Villars  Chaumont  a  rendezvous  of  so  many 
men— men  lying  on  straw  in  bams  and  sheds,  men 
sleeping  among  the   hay  in   the  byres,   men  to  be 
lodged  all  night  and  fed  all  day,  coming  in  at  meal- 
times  from  outlying  chalets  and  fodder-sheds. 

For  long,  indeed,  he  had  feared  that  his  mother 
raught  by  his  step-father's  example,  had  continued 
the  course  of  successful  smuggling  by  which  he  had 
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re-made  his  fortune.    But  this  was  something  infinitely 
worse.    Chaumont  was  neither  a  dep6t  for  feeding  the 
unfortunate,  as  he  had  once  ignorantly  imagined,  nor 
yet  a  smuggling  centre,  as  be  had  feared,  but  an 
illegal  place  of  arms  on  neutral  soil  I    Certainly  David 
Alix  was  a  Frenchman  by  adoption,  but  his  Genevan 
birth  and  Presbyterian   upbringing  caused    him  to 
shrink  from  what,  if  known  in  Germany,  might  bring 
the  victorious  armies  of  the  new-made  Kaiser  upon 
the  free  Swiss  cantons,  and  especially  upon  those  of 
the  south  and  west,  where  the  French  speech  of  the 
people  presupposed  French  sympathies.     David  Alix 
stood  a  moment  silent  before  the  array  of  arms.     He 
was  not  a  man  of  strong  sudden  resolve  like  his  friend, 
the  Chaplain  of  Trossel's  Colbergers.    In  such  matters 
he  felt  the  need  of  advice.     His  life  had  been  that  of 
a  student,  early  designed  to  the  work  for  which,  when 
the  day  came,  he  felt  himself  best  fitted.    This  fratri- 
cidal war  had  from  the  first  filled  him  with  deep 
sorrow.      Why  all  this  killing?      For  the  sake  ol 
vindicating  the  honour  of  one  country  or  another! 
What  was  honour?    Could  it  only  be  supported  by 
slaughter,  pain,  death  ?    He  could  not  but  think  that 
there  were  other  ways.     Perhaps  if  the  sacred  soil  of 
the  Confederation  had  been  invaded,  David  Alix  the 
•Genevan,  might  have  thought  differently.      But  the 
:Swiss  pastor,  naturally  a  man  of  peace,  had  not  taken 
on  the  desperation  of  French  patriotism  along  with 
his  citizen's  ticket. 

It  was  very  different  with  his  mother.  No  fiercer 
partisan  ever  set  out  across  the  boundary  of  the 
Franche    Comt<*    to    harass    an    invader    than    the 
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preacher's  widow.      Over  an  area  of  many  square 
miles  Madame  David  the  Elder  was  known.     Her 
son   the   Pastor,   was  indeed  the  distributor  of  gifts 
of  food  for  the  healthy,  of  wine  and  medical  comforts 
for  the  ailing  or  the  wounded.     He  carried  them  fo 
Protestant  and  Catholic  alike.     But  when  he  entered 
with  the  upraised  hand  of  benediction,  and  the  prayer 
that  God's  peace  should  be  upon  the  house,  some 
young  fellow  in  a  comer  would  thrust  a  hat,  with  a 
rakish  cock's  feather  stuck  into  the  band  of  it  hastily 
underneath  the  seat,  and  keep  his  feet  veiy  squarely 
to  the  front,  lest  the  minister  should  know  that  he 
also  had  been  "out "-with  a  rifle  in  his  hand-and 
his  hfe  not  worth  five  minutes'  purchase  if  the  Bavarians 
got  hold  of  him.     Yet  that  same  young  fellow  would 
look  after  the  tall  form,  clad  in  deep-skirted  black, 
with  something  like  a  grin  on  his  face.     He  appreci- 
ated the  Pastor-no  man  more.     But  he  chuckled  at 
the  thought  that  it  was  Madame  of  Villars  Chaumont 
herself  who  had   placed  that   rifle  in  his  hand  and 
adjusted  the  feather  in  his  hat.     For  which  good  gift 
It  was  the  least  that  he  could  do  to  toss  the  toft 
plumed  hat  upon  his  head,  drop  a  double  handful  of 
cartridges  into  his  pouch,  and  take  the  road,  crouching 
behind  hedges  and  following  the  skirts  of  woods   to 
see  that  the  Pastor  lacked  not  suitable  convoy  in  that 
country  of  marauder^      In  his  heart  of  hearts   he 
considered  him  not  a  little  "  soft  "-which  opinion  he 
did  not  state  m  words,  but  conveyed   it   by  a  little 
sidelong  movement  of  the  hand  across  his  brow  with 
tlie  index- finger  extended. 
On  this  occasion,  after  several  failures,  David  Mix 
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fo«nd  hb  m<^  In  tkc  butteo',  directing  half-,^^ 
men  how  to  fill  ewridge.  for  .  dozen  or  two  moX 
bore  guns  ttwding  In  the  comer. 

wJ'!riii[i^,.r",>  *"■".."'■*  '•'«''  «>« '"  '''"* 

Z,»„^kT  """^  '^'-    She  WM  not  .  ve,y  t.11 

the  consciousness  of  power. 

She  turned  with  a  certain  quick  fury  on  her  face 
but  fte  exp^ssion  f^ed  at  si^ht  of  heT  Z  Zj^ 

1  ^  f^°Ty-  ^'"'  '™"'  <»'  *»  Wni  instantly 
ck».ng  the  door,  while  the  men  who  had  been  fil"  ^' 
Uje  ^rtridges  kept  their  back,  persistently  turned  to 

.mo^t  i:S.  "'*'"""""  "'•""■""°*"' 

"Mother,  you  break  my  heart,"  he  answered  her. 
You  know  well  what  ha,  happened ;  they  have  sho 
the  man  who  saved  my  life  ,  day  or  two  ago  when  I 
»*i  arrested  in  company  with  Jules  le  Noir,  his  gun 
y««arm  from  the  killing  of  the  Prussian  oliicer,  f^d 
provBions  for  a  dozen  about  my  waist  and  in  the 
skirt,  of  my  coat  I  Then  I  bring  the  man  who  saveS 
ToL  *  r^  '^  fellow-student,  to  my  mother", 
house  that   she    may  thank   him.      Instead,  as  he 

hold  the  door  open  for  my  guest-your  guest-to  paw 

in,  he  IS  treacherously  shot  down ! "  ^^ 

Madame  David  the  Elder  took  her  son's  arm  and 

ed  h.m  over  to  the  window  which  looked  down  upon 

the  httle  staircase  where  the  Chaplain  had  received 
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Wf  wound  First  she  pointed  to  the  slight  stain  on 
the  top  step  where  Hemumn  Falk  had  fallen,  then 
across  the  misty  Doubs  valley  to  the  smouldering 
ruins  of  what  had  been  the  thriving  farm  of  Les 
Collmes.  The  shrug  of  her  shoulders  clinched  the 
unspoken  argument  more  clearly  than  words. 

r."^"!:",,'^"'^  ^^"^^  indignantly  defending  his 
fnend  «  Hermann  Falk  had  nothing  to  do  with  that 
-neither  he,  nor  his  regiment,  nor  even  his  army 
corps  I "  ^ 

"Vou  speak  like  the  son  of  your  father,  the 
Genevan,  retorted  his  mother, '« not  like  the  French- 
man you  are  by  voluntary  adoption.  For  me  I 
would  rather  have  died  than  taken  my  life  as  a  gift 
from  the  King  of  Prussia  himself  I  The  man  you 
brought  here  is  a  German~a  barbarian,  a  burner  of 
houses,  a  slayer  of  men  I " 

"Mother."  said  the  Pastor  gently,  "he  was  my 
bcnch^omrade  at  Edinburgh.  Then  there  was  neither 
Jew  nor  Greek  among  us.  but  only  men  of  one  blood 
striving  in  holy  emulation  to  learn  the  things  of  Godl" 

The  face  of  the  Pastor's  widow  twitched.  She 
heard  a  sound  as  of  unforgotten  music ;  she  dwelt 
once  more  peacefully  beside  a  Man  of  Peace  In- 
stinctively  she  looked  at  her  hands.  They  were 
gnmed  with  the  powder-dust  of  her  laboratory,  and 
in  a  moment  of  shame  she  slid  them  behind  her 

"I  am  sorry."  she  said,  with  more  meekness  than 

But  the  truth  is.  that  the  woman  was  mad  They  had 
made  her  mad.  and  your  friend,  wearing  their  uniform, 
nad  to  bear  the  consequences  I " 
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"Where  is  she  now?"  David  Mix  asked  in  his 
slow,  measured  way. 

"She  has  gone  away  with  her  daughter  back  to 
Les  Collines ; "  said  his  mother.  The  Pastor  had  a 
soft  persistence  vhich  could  always  extort  an  answer 
from  his  mother,  and  indeed  from  all  between  Le 
Lochle  and  Pontarlier.  Every  shepherding  boy  and 
wandering  goose-girl  knew  him  as  "Our  Pastor 
David."  They  loved  him  for  his  beautiful  counten- 
ance,  like  that  of  the  young  shepherd,  that  David,  son 
of  Jesse,  who  was  a  dweller  in  Bethlehem.  For  the 
like  reason  also  they  loved  him  ;  and  without  him  no 
feast  could  go  forward,  nor  any  anointing  blessing 
be  poured  out. 

Yet  their  affection  was  almost  maternal  and  wholly 
protective.  The  men  were  careful  to  hide  their 
guerilla  exploits  from  him,  while  they  would  willingly 
boast  of  these  to  his  mother,  having  discerned  in  her 
the  warlike  spirit  which  is  the  characteristic  of  the 
French  borderer,  especially  on  the  side  of  the  south- 
east. 

David  the  Peacemaker  did  not  give  up  hope  at 
once.  He  wrestled  with  his  mother ;  he  pled  with 
her.  He  quoted  Scripture,  and  even  prayed  for  the 
opening  of  her  heart,  the  touching  of  her  conscience. 
His  peace  apostolate  came  from  no  fear  of  death. 
Was  he  not  the  man  who  in  the  morning  redness 
had  faced  the  levelled  needle-guns  at  Mouthe?  A 
dozen  times  a  day  he  took  his  life  in  his  hand, 
crossing  the  German  posts,  and  marching  through 
woods  thick  with  lawless  men  behind  every  bush, 
as  like  as  not  looking  at  him  along  the  barrel  of  a 

60 


Not  Peace,  but  a  Sword 

gun.  David  Alix  was  ready  to  die  rather  than  that  the 
least  of  his  duties  should  be  left  undone.  But  to  the 
Genevan,  trained  in  Presbyterian  equality  of  the 
sternest  sort,  it  seemed  as  wicked  that  the  young 
franc-tireur  should  shoot  a  sentry  from  a  steady  rest, 
a  man  against  whom  personally  he  had  no  grudge,  as 
that  in  revenge  the  Bavarians  should  burn  Les  Col- 
lines  and  shoot  its  two  defenders,  the  man  Frangois 
and  the  boy  Louis ! 

However,  his  mother  declared  to  him  that,  of  a 
surety,   La    Grande    Flore    had    returned  with    her 
daughter  to  Les  Collines.     "  And,"  she  added,  "  if  we 
do  not  have  news  of  these  Bavarians  by  to-morrow, 
something  will  surely  have  befallen  them  on  the  way."' 
David  turned  away  with  a  sigh.     He  had,  he  knew, 
effected  nothing  real  with  his  mother.     Still,  he  was 
glad  that  the  poor  demented  Widow  Fran9ois  of  Les 
Collines  was  gone.     He  took  a  glass  and  examined 
the  long  road  by  which  he  and  Hermann  Falk  had 
come  to  the  house  of  Villars  Chaumont     It  seemed 
such  a  long  time  since  that  they  had   laughed  in 
Madame  Virginic'    in  Mouthe,  where  the  Chaplain  of 
Colberg's   Grenadiers  had    his  lodgings.      Then  he 
returned  to  the  chamber  of  the  wounded  man.    The 
door  was  locked  and  bolted.    But  within  he  heard  a 
soft  stir.     He  tapped,  and   then  after  a   moment's 
pause  came  the  whisper,  "  David  ? "    "  Nellie  !  "  he 
answered.    There  was  no  need  for  more.     None  had 
a  voice  like  David  Alix,  so  gentle,  so  gracious,  so 
persuasive.      The  door  was  opened     The  Military 
Chaplain  was  asleep,  his  strong  face  turned  towards 
the  window.     The  sunlight  fell  on  the  blonde  hair  and 
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golden  beard  of  the  Goth,  softened  and  harmonised 
by  the  few  greying  hairs  which  ran  through  both,  and 
denoted  rather  youth  well-exercised  and  manhood  in 
maturity,  than  any  approach  of  age.  A  book  and 
some  knitting  lay  on  the  little  table  beside  the 
ordinance  revolver  of  the  Chaplain.  As  she  worked, 
Noelie  had  been  reading  the  Gospel  of  Saint  John— 
"  Peace  I  leave  with  you,  my  peace  I  give  unto  you. 
...  Let  not  your  heart  be  troubled,  neither  let  it  be 
afraid." 

But  even  as  she  settled  herself  again  to  her  evening 
lesson,  across  the  valley  of  the  Doubs  there  came  the 
distant  rattle  of  musketry,  and  on  the  horizon  near 
the  end  of  the  lake,  now  almost  hidden  from  view  by 
the  rising  mists,  a  hamlet  began  to  flame  redly. 

David  held  aside  the  curtain  to  look. 

"  It  is  Launay  des  Marais.  God  help  the  poor  folk 
over  yonder.    I  must  go  1     It  is  my  duty ! " 

Nodlie  pointed  to  the  bed  where  the  Chaplain  slept 
peacefully  on,  habituated  to  the  noises  of  war. 

"  Your  duty  is  here  I "  she  said.  And  to  the  maiden's 
word  the  wiser  elder  brother  bowed  his  head. 

Presently  he  looked  forth  again,  and  as  evening 
darkened,  all  the  sky  above  grew  red  with  the  un- 
certain "  skarrow  "  of  burning  houses,  till  David,  with 
his  hand  on  his  heart,  murmured  helplessly,  "How 
long,  O  Lord,  how  long  ? " 

And  again,  as  if  with  some  involuntary  reproach 
he  sighed,  "  Not  peace,  but  a  sword  I  " 
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CHAPTER  IX. 

THE  ELDER  BROTHER  WHO  WOULD 
NOT  COME  IN 

IN  his  soul  David  Alix  mourned  over  the  interrup- 
tion of  his  work.  His  chapels  were  occupied  as 
stables  by  the  Bavarian  cavalry,  who  respected  the 
holy  things  of  neither  Catholic  nor  Protestant,  made 
pipe-lights  of  the  pulpit  Bible,  and  gave  David's  plain 
Genevan  gown  to  the  stable-guard  for  a  sleeping- 
cloak.  Only  a  few  women,  here  and  there,  full  of 
fears  and  trembling  for  what  they  might  find  on  their 
return,  stole  from  their  homes  to  this  cottage  or  that 
other,  where  David,  as  in  the  old  times  of  the  Vaudois, 
his  predecessors,  was  to  preach  and  pray.  There  they 
called  upon  their  God,  and  with  low  and  trembling 
voices  offered  to  Him  a  sacrifice  of  praise.  Once 
wen,  in  the  house  of  Madame  Virginie  at  Mouthe, 
the  sacrament  of  the  Lord's  Supper  had  been  cele- 
brated. There  was  hardly  a  sound  as  the  unspoken 
prayers  went  up  from  the  women's  anxious  hearts. 
Hardly  one  of  them  but  had  a  son  under  the  colours, 
or,  as  was  the  custom  of  that  border  country,  fighting 
among  the  ravines  and  pine  woods  "for  his  own  hand." 
Few  were  the  communicants  who  knew  at  the  moment 

<53 


'  1* 


1 


ii! 


H' 


!i 


:« 


m 


ill 


The  Men  of  the  Mountain 

when  they  tasted  the  sacred  bread  and  wine,  whether 
their  own  son  (or  perhaps  several  sons)  was  alive  or 
dead.  It.  brought  the  tears  to  D;  vid's  eyes  only  to 
look  at  these  women,  whom  he  had  known  young  and 
active  a  few  months  ago,  now  prematurely  old,  sitting 
close,  almost  huddling  together,  the  white-bordered 
Jura  "  mutch "  shaking  with  the  sobs  that  rent  their 
hearts.  Many  had  already  clothed  themselves  in  that 
black  crape,   which  was  to   be   the  uniform   of  the 

women   of  provincial   France   for  so  many  years 

indeed,  is  so  even  to  this  day.  But  all  heads  were 
bowed  into  wet  kerchiefs,  save  only  the  mother  of 
David  herself,  who  sat  like  an  image  in  grey  stone, 
looking  resolutely  out  over  the  heads  of  her  kneeling 
sisters,  apparently  not  at  all  touched  with  their  grief, 
though  really  feeling  it  come  nearer  to  herself  than 
any.  No  man  was  present,  but  towards  the  close  a 
young  man  in  the  uniform  of  the  Mobiles,  the  chevrons 
of  sergeant  on  his  arm,  entered  and  sat  down  on  a 
seat  near  the  door.  With  a  brief  gesture  he  refused 
the  bread  and  wine  of  communion,  though  David 
offered  him  the  emblems  with  his  own  hand. 

"Some  stray  soldier  of  a  broken  corps,"  thought 
David  Alix.  "Perhaps  a  Catholic— perhaps  a  spy. 
Well,  he  will  learn  nothing  but  'the  Way'  here."  The 
young  man  remained  fixed  during  the  service,  his  eyes 
on  the  preacher.  But  at  the  close  he  waited  outside, 
and  with  the  quiet  ease  of  an  educated  man  introduced 
himself  to  David  Alix. 

"  I  beg  your  pardon  for  interrupting  you  in  the 
duties  of  your  office,  but  I  think  my  name  may  be 
interesting  to  you.      I   am   Ludovic  Villars  of  St. 
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Gabriel,  in  Provence,  and  I  have  reason  to  believe 
that  my  father  married  your  mother." 

For  a  moment  David  was  taken  aback.  He  knew 
not  what  to  answer.     The  young  man  went  on. 

•'  I  am  also  given  to  understand  that  my  father  died 
a  rich  man,  and  that  you  are  in  enjoyment  of  his 
wealth.  I  am  an  advocate  of  the  bar  of  Montpellier 
and  (as  appeared  to  be  my  duty)  I  have  made  myself 
acquainted  with  all  the  circumstances.  It  appears  to 
me  that  some  reparation  is  due  to  me.  I  have  edu- 
cated myself,  working  at  a  trade  during  half  the  year 
and  studying  at  a  university  the  other  part,  while  you 
have  been  educated  at  my  father's  expense.  You 
have  spent  several  years  abroad,  all  without  the  least 
exertion  on  your  part." 

"Sir,  you  are  mistaken  in  much  that  you  say," 
David  answered  gently.  "I  will  set  your  mind  at 
rest  upon  all  these  questions.  But  this  holy  day  and 
the  close  of  the  solemn  service  in  which  you  have  seen 
us  engaged,  appears  to  me  (as  I  am  sure  that  upon 
consideration  to  you  also)  to  be  particularly  ill-suited 
for  the  discussion  of  questions  of  interest." 

"  Sir,"  said  the  other,  with  the  first  gleam  of  a 
dangerous  anger  in  his  voice  and  a  deep,  long-con- 
tained rage  against  fate  in  his  eyes,  "  I  do  not  speak 
of  questions  of  interest,  but  of  justice.  I  was  brought 
up  in  my  native  town  and  pointed  to  by  all  as  the  son 
of  a  disgraced  man.  Disgraced  my  father  may  have 
been,  but  what  is  certain  is  that  he  remained  rich. 
You  and  not  I  have  reaped  the  benefit  of  those  riches. 
I  defy  you  to  say  that  you  have  not.  You  have  sat 
at  ease  alone  with  vour  books,  while  I  have  been 
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working  with  my  hands  for  the  poor  pence  wherewith 
to  pay  my  collie  fees." 

David  threw  out  his  hands  with  a  little  sudden 
gesture  in  which  there  was  some  real  pain. 

"I  am  deeply  grieved,"  he  said;  "it  is  true  that 
for  a  time  I  benefited  by  the  bounty  of  my  mother's 
second  husband,  the  late  Monsieur  Henri  Villars.  But 
I  have  repaid  into  the  estate  every  franc  that  he  spent 
upon  me,  as,  were  I  at  home,  I  could  speedily  convince 
you." 

"  What  is  it,  David  ? "  inquired  his  mother,  coming 
up  quickly,  as  it  were  summoned  by  the  grave  face  of 
the  Pastor.    '*  Who  is  this  young  man  > " 

But  the  sergeant-adv  )cate  of  St.  Gabriel  was  quite 
able  and  exceedingly  willing  to  introduce  himself. 
At  the  first  words  the  fiery  lady  sent  her  son  about 
his  business 

"  Go  in  and  see  the  people  who  are  waiting  for  a 
word  of  advice  from  you— there,  in  Madame  Virginie's. 
Off  with  you,  and  remember  to  tell  that  old  hypocrite 
Peazoo  that  he  gets  no  crumb  of  bread  from  me  after 
this.  It  will  teach  him  to  go  selling  fat  fowls  to  the 
Prussians.  I  believe  that  he  fed  his  chickens  with  our 
bread,  the  old  plaster-faced  wretch." 

The  words,  as  well  as  the  vigorous  action  of  the 
lady,  warned  the  advocate  of  Montpellier  that  in  her 
he  had  quite  a  different  adversary  to  deal  with. 

"You  claim  to  be  the  son  of  my  late  husband, 
Henri  Villars,"  she  began.  "  Concerning  that  I  know 
nothing.  But  this  I  do  know— he  left  his  whole 
property  to  me  during  my  lifetime,  with  reversion  to 
our  only  daughter  Nodlie  — as   indeed  he  had  an 
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exceedingly  good  right  to  do— for  it  was  I  who  helped 
him  to  make  that  money  and  to  regain  the  po-'*! on 
he  had  lost  As  for  you,  sir,  I  have  never  so  m»  h 
as  heard  of  your  existence  till  this  moment" 

"Madame,"  said  the  advocate,  "you  will  assuredly 
hear  a  great  deal  about  me  before  I  shall  be  content 
to  put  up  with  such  an  injustice." 

"Sir,"  she  said,  "I  warn  you,  as  a  mother  once 
removed,  that  you  will  only  lose  your  time." 

"There  is  law  in  France  and  I  am  a  French 
lawyer,"  came  the  answer,  "though  I  have  worked 
with  my  hands  to  attain  that  position." 

Madame  David  the  Elder,  which  is  to  say  Madame 
Henri  Villars,  smiled  a  little  bitterly  at  the  young 
man. 

"  If  you  care  to  know,  Sergeant,  your  spirit  pleases 
me,  infinitely  better  than  that  of  some  others.  For 
instance,  I  dare  say  that  you  are  a  far  better  man  than 
he  whom  you  claim  for  your  father.  But  that  is  not 
what  I  have  to  look  to.  At  present  all  my  capital  is 
embarked  on  a  great  venture— the  saving  of  my 
country,  or  at  least  of  this  part  of  it,  from  the 
invader." 

"  I  also  have  some  little  claims  that  way,"  said  the 
young  man,  touching  the  silver  of  his  sleeve.  Madame 
David  the  Elder  smiled  with  some  approval,  but  when 
the  sergeant  of  Mobiles  made  a  pointed  reference  to 
the  peaceful  occupations  of  her  son,  whose  voice  could 
be  heard  speaking  within,  she  turned  upon  him  fiercely 
with  the  words,  "  Young  man,  I  do  not  know  how  it 
comes  about  that  you  are  here  property-hunting,  nor 
yet  what  your  states  of  service  may  be.     But  if  you 
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«re  feeding  fifty  f^iu^  ^.,y     ^ 

each  one  at  the  risk  of  your  life-if  ~!^™      u     ' 

^n  as  near  death  as  „i  ^y'l  I'h^ 'thTthtl 

wl^ch Tare  Lir"  °' '!:'''  ""^  """^  '"  '"^'  ° 

cuddirth^:^  r;%:t\u":Tth:^'r^ 

guns,  then-but  not  til,  .he„-^„"„^y t  "e  ^ '^,'; 

to  compare  yourself  with  Pastor  David  Alix  " 

_  Jut  the  fierce  old  lady  had  still  a  shot  ieft  i„  her 

whil  fa  SV""'  """  °'  ""  ^^  ""^  of '»'"-ng  that 
wBich  IS  mine  from  me.    1  do  not  say  that  in  the  ^ 

ttX— "■""  "*'■«'""  """  I  ""ght  not  be  inched 

The  young  man  interrupted  her  sharply     "  ThanI, 
you,  madame."  he  said  with  intense  imn^  "I  d^n„^ 
come  here  to  ask  for  charity,  but  for  II  Ifa  f  "? 
IS  all  or  nothing."  »  *"/  ngnts.     It 

"Then,"  cried  Madame  David  the   F  vl«.   «       , 
•■  let  it  be  nothing.     Henri  Villas  Z  a  ^fas  cS' 
and  every  farthing  of  which  he  died  p^t^ed  fa^' 
w.thm  the  Confederation  of  the  Twen^  .       r 
Neif  er  you  nor  your  French  law  rttlit?"'"-" 
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^  1    looking  down  on  the  clear  green  rush  of  the 

to  sleep.  This  i,  ,  feat  which,  oidinarily,  can  only  be 
performed  by  a  lady  of  respectable  ag^'  usin.  upon 
inexpressive  poeto'  that  low  monotonous  voice  whfch 
IS  such  ".excellent  thing  i„  the  sick-room.     The 

^^"l:^„f  ■f'""'""  ^""  ^-^  '«•"«»>  «'  '"arming 
^rse  being  of        „^„  ^^     ^^^  ^^  B 

^«^,  which  had  been  little  Noilie's  choice.  h« 
dehghtfu  French  accent  (as  Military  Chaplain  Fall 
thou^)  m  pronouncing  the  English  words^an  ind«! 
cnbable  tang  of  the  sharper  northern  speech  of 
tdinburgh-for  it  was  her  brother  who  had^taugM 

c^a^V     T  c°.'  T'*  "  y°'"'S  Sirl  in  the  guest^ 
Hermann  Falk  awake.    Not  that  he  attended  very 

o?th^  ^  ^'  Tf-  ""'' '' ''"  ""^^^  *e  record  of  any 
of  the  deeds  of  that  •■  noble  fellowship  of  all  the  Table 
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Kound,"  who  shall  blame  him  ?    he  was  still  weak 
from  his  wound,  tired  with  the  daily  dressing  of  it  and 
glad  to  repose  a  little.    Further— and  who  shall  cast 
the   first  stone?— there  is  not  a  doubt  that  he  paid 
most  attention  to  the  clear-cut  profile  lifted  between 
him  and  the  window,  even  though  had  he  looked  so 
far  he  might  have  seen  the  green  swelling  uplands  of 
the  Swis^  Jura  across  the  dasstns  (as  the  inhabitants 
on  both  sides  of  the  valley  call  the  lakes  which  lie  at 
the  bottom  of  the  limestone  gorges).    Everything  was 
fierce,  gloomy,  war-swept  en  the  French  side— farms 
and  villages  fuming  and  desolate,  with    blackened 
rafters  pointing  steeply  to  the  sky.     But  through  the 
window  at  which    Nodie  Villars    sat.  the  Military 
Chaplain  could  look  upon  a  brighter  scene.     It  was 
not  till  long  afterwards  that  Hermann  Falk  understood 
the  delicacy  of  the  intention  which  had  transferred 
him  to  the  side  of  Chaumont     Here  he  could  look 
upon  soft  and  happy  slopes,  meadows  and  verp-grs 
descending  to  the  lake's  edge,  and  the  untroubled 
peace  of  a  summer  Sabbath  mom   lying  upon  the 
Land  of  the  Red  Cross. 

Hermann  knew  little  of  women.  His  nature  had 
fitted  him  more  for  dealing  with  men.  Even  as  one 
of  the  King's  chaplains  and  a  prominent  man  in 
Berlin,  he  had  instinctively  given  himself  to  the  poor 
in  search  of  work,  or  working-men  just  suflficiently 
misinstructed  by  their  daily  newspaper  to  fancy  them- 
selves  philosophers  and  atheists.  He  was  in  the 
opinion  of  the  highest  authorities,  the  best  chaplain  in 
all  the  armies.  Even  the  stout  old  King  had  by  this 
time  heard  of  and  mourned  for  his  wounded  counsellor, 
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laid  by  the  heels  on  the  same  neutral  territory  which 
guarded  more  than  80,000  of  the  unfortunate  army  of 
Bourbaki.  Small  wonder  that  the  Military  Chaplain 
felt  the  strangeness  of  his  position. 

Presently  the  girl  looked  up. 

"I  do  not  believe  that  you  have  been  attending 
at  all!"  she  said  imperiously,  making  believe  to 
stamp  her  foot  on  the  cool  parqueted  floor.  '•  Now 
tell  me  what  I  have  just  been  reading  to  you 
about  ?"  «»  / 

The  Military  Chaplain  was  not  in  the  least  abashed. 
He  replier^  promptly  with  the  single  line  of  all  the 
Tennysonian  cycle  which  had  remained  in  his 
mind. 

"  E/atne  the  fair,  Elaine  the  lovable,  Elaine  the  lily 
maid  0/ Astolat !  " 

"There,  what  did  I  tell  you  >"  she  cried,  feigning  a 
pretty  quick  anger  and  slapping  the  leaves  of  the  book 
together  with  a  disgusted  air.  «  Here  have  I  been 
wasting  time  and  breath  in  reading  this  hard  English 
to  you,  and  you  asleep  all  the  time,  or  pretending, 
which  is  worse.  Because  when  Doctor  Rheudi  comes 
to-morrow  I  shall  have  no  good  account  to  give  of 
you.  We  read  about  '  Elaine  the  fair,  Elaine  the 
lovable,'  the  day  before  yesterday,  and  now  we  are  in 
the  middle  of  the  noblest  passage  of  all,  that  where 
Arthur  forgives  the  Queen " 

"Ah,"  said  the  Military  Chaplain  calmly,  "he  for- 
gives her,  does  he  ?  Then  why  do  not  you  forgive 
me  if  forgiveness  is  in  the  air }  Why  not  forgive  an 
old  fellow  whose  hair  is  not  so  crisp  and  yellow  as 
once  it  was,  for  thinking  that  the  well-bom  Reiter  von 
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Lancelot  would  have  been  wiser  if  he  had  staved 
along  w.th  his  armour  in  that  chamber,  hi  t1 

well-bom.  guarded  his  sacred  shield  I" 

Noilie  was  too  unpractised  in  such  talk  to  take  all 
his  meanmg.  but  she  understood  the  ^T\nl 
answered  contritely.  "Forgive  you-of  couS^'l  for 

M    Why.  our  David-my  brother,  that  is-has  t^ 
times  more  grey  hairs  in  his  head  than  you.  though 

Z^h  >  °""  .'.^  ^  "'y''^"^  '»'■-«  fey  Legfn  to 
thatch  It  over  with  straw !  "  • 

be'?^slr^'  ""^  "^f!'  ""'''^'  ^^°^«  f^"lt  may  that 

venture  tfrer  T^'  "°''  ""^'  ^^  ^^^  ''-'^<^  -e 
venture  to  reproach  a  poor  wounded  man  with  the 
disarray  of  his  toilette  ? " 

somewhlf  h''  ^!:J,^°/««  Miliars,  going  to  the  kitchen 
found  ?K       r"^^^  ^°'  ^°*  ^^'^^  ^"d  clean  towels 

Xted  f'mT  "'r  ^'^  P^°^P-^  °f  ^--  had 
W  ^  1  '^^  outhouses,  which  the  goodwill  of 

Ht--7.2:r<s:rei-'^------ 

no^^'earf"*  Z  "'  ^'T  *"'  '""^"^'^  ''■"'^'^P^  -«<= 
™„nH  fl  "  *''"°''  '"  *«  kitchen,  a  large 

ground-floor  apartment,  timbered  and  rafter^  in  Z 

TirstTrrr^f'^^"'*  ^-y  °'  '-^  disp^jr:*::,*: 

uic  least  aware  of  her  coming. 
She  heard  a  voice  say,  "  Chaplain  or  no  chaolain  I 

Shoot  us  on  sight  without  asking  who  or  what  we  are  ? 
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It  is  the  law  of  talion.    Why  then  should  not  we  slay 
him  ?    Can  any  of  you  give  me  a  reason  ? " 

He  was  answered  by  half-a-dozen  voices.  "  He  is 
wounded.  He  is  the  guest  of  the  lady  who  out  of  her 
goodness,  because  her  heart  is  with  us,  gives  every 
man-jack  of  us  shelter,  food,  protection.  He  was 
brought  here  by  our  own  Pastor  David,  who  feeds 
our  families  over  yonder,  going  freely  where  we  dare 
not  set  foot ! " 

By  this  time  No6He  had  paused,  standing  motionless 
and  breathless  on  the  turn  of  the  stairs,  for  the  first 
time  in  her  life  listening  eagerly  and  without  shame  to 
that  which  did  not  concern  her.  The  next  words 
cleared  much  of  the  doubts  which  still  lingered  in  her 
mind. 

"What  is  that  to  me?"  cried  the  first  voice.  "I 
have  nothing  to  do  with  you  or  your  shelter,  with  rich 
or  poor  among  you.  Whatever  these  folks  do  or  give 
out  of  their  abundance,  depend  upon  it  they  still  keep 
the  most  and  the  best  for  themselves.  'The  crumbs 
that  fall  from  the  rich  man's  table  '-pshaw,  I  know 
all  about  them !  I  do  not  beg,  I  take  these  things 
as  a  right-a  right  which  I  think  not  even  Madame, 
the  good  landlady  of  this  hostelry,  would  dare  dispute 
But  enough  of  this.  The  man  is  a  German,  and  die 
he  must.  What  difference  does  it  make  to  La  Petite 
Flore  there,  whether  he  be  Pomeranian  or  Bavarian  > 
Was  not  one  as  free  with  his  bullets  as  the  other  with 
his  house-burning  ? " 

"  Not  so  long  as  I  am  here,  Master  Advocate  I " 
"  Not  while  I  have  life  in  my  body  or  a  bullet  in  my 
pouch !  "  cried  other  voices. 
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There  was.  in  fact,  a  great  division  among  them, 
and  doubtless  blood  would  have  been  shed  save  fo; 
the  appearance  of  Madame  herself  on  the  threshold 
She  came  out  of  the  basse  ccmr,  a  basket  of  eggs  in 
one  hand  and  her  arms  full  of  vegetables  for  the 
evening  pot-au-feu.     By  bending  a  little  No^lie  could 
see  her  mother  standing  in  the  doorway,  her  sun- 
bonnet  pushed  far  back  on  her  head,  and  the  sunlight 
from  behind  the  trees  flecking  her  cheek-a  brave 
bold,  handsome  woman,  knowing  no  fear  and  accus' 
tomed   to  command^    paying    little    heed    to    other 
women,  and  at  her  eas^  among  all  men.     Nodlie  had 
no  fear  for  her  mothei.     She  had  seen  her  deal,  not 
with  one  only,  but  with  a  score  of  men.    Yet  there 
was  something  about  the  appearance  of  this  young 
man.  who.  in  the  middle  of  the  paved  kitchen-place  of 
Villars  Chaumont,  cool  and  dusky,  stood  as  it  were  at 
defiance.    There  passed  through  her  the  flash  of  an 
incommunicable  dislike,  mingled  with  a  faint  stirring 
of  admiration.     Yet  his  face  attracted  her  too      He 
was  like  someone-she  could  not  remember  who 
That  carnage  of  the  head,  that  air  of  assur     ^    at 
once  hostile  and  picturesque,  the  watchful  t,     of  a 
fox.  often  hunted,  but  never  caught-where  had  she 
seen  all  these  qualities.?    Her  father!     She  blushed 
with  shame  at  the  suggestion  even  as  it  crossed  her 
mind.     Her  father!     Had  he  not  been  gracious  to  all 
the  world }    She  remembered  how  he  used  to  take 
her  on  his  knee,  and  let  her  rummage  in  his  pockets 
for  sweetmeats.     He  had  amused  himself  in  the  train 
by  dividing  them  into  many  tiny  packets,  and  hiding 
them  here  and  there  about  him,  in  this  pocket  and 
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in  that.  Sometimes,  too  (it  was  all  part  of  the  game), 
he  would  let  a  full  bag  drop,  and  then  join  in  the 
scramble  when  the  paper  burst,  laughing  heartily. 
He  would  even  tie  a  parcel  to  No^lie's  long  curls,  and 
then  accuse  her  of  trying  to  steal  his  property.  These 
were  good  days,  and  why  should  she  remember  them, 
looking  at  this  old-young  man  in  the  dress  of  a 
sergeant  of  Mobiles  on  the  floor  of  her  mother's 
kitchen  ? 

The  young  man  stood  his  ground,  smiling  cynically, 
with  a  kind  of  pride  of  disdain.  She  had  never  seen 
any  one,  except  David,  in  some  great  matter  of  right 
and  wrong,  thus  brave  her  mother  to  her  face.  But, 
looking  again,  No^lie  began  to  notice  something 
harsh  and  vulgar  in  the  strong  lines  of  the  face, 
something  desperate  and  bad  under  the  confidence  of 
the  smile.  She  felt  for  the  man  a  strong  dislike, 
bordering  on  fear.  Yet  undoubtedly  there  was  some- 
thing strangely  attractive  about  him  too,  at  least  in 
the  eyes  of  No^lie  Villars. 

Her  mother  went  to  the  great  table;  she  handed 
the  vegetables  to  this  one  and  the  other  to  prepare  in 
haste.  For  with  so  many  hungry  mouths  to  feed,  the 
business  of  the  chdteau-farm  must  go  forward  whatever 
happened.  Then  Madame,  without  once  regarding 
the  enemy  she  knew  to  be  before  her,  with  twelve 
little  clicks,  brusque  and  purposeful,  broke  a  dozen  of 
eggs  into  a  bowl  for  the  omelette  of  the  day.  Those 
who  had  been  chosen  as  assistants  went  to  their  tasks 
in  the  midst  of  the  great  hush  that  had  fallen  upon 
the  kitchen.  For  a  full  minute  nothing  was  heard 
but  the  scrape  of  the  knife  preparing  the  vegetables 
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Tor  the  pot,  and,  from  the  back  kitchen,  with  its 
narrow-grated  windows,  the  crisp  wAisJ^-w/usJ^  of  the 
fork  against  the  sides  of  the  omelette-bowl 

Nothing  gave  any  hint  of  the  trouble  that  was  so 
swiftly  to  betal.  Madame  turned  suddenly  on  the 
aggressor  and  in  a  low  and  concentrated  voice  she 
uttered  the  single  word  of  inquiry,  "WelP"  ^n 
French  the  '^  EA,  .ienf"  is  s^ll  more  defiant  Jnd 
expressive,  especially  when  pronounced,  -  Eh,  bMni!" 
as  IS  the  custom  of  the  country.)  As  Madame  said 
It  the  ejaculation  sounded  instant  and  energetic  as 
the  «  Stand  and  deliver ! "  of  a  highwayman 

"Madame,"  the  young  man  answered,  "I  do  not 
need  to  tell  you  by  what  right  I  stand  here.  You  are 
the  widow  of  my  father,  Henri  Villars  of  St.  Gabriel  in 
Provence,  /am  his  only  son.  I  have  come  to  claim 
my  share  of  the  inheritance  due  to  r     " 

Mad^e  David  the  Elder  never  blenched  in  the 
least  £:ie  only  moved  a  step  or  two  nearer  to  the 
young  man.  And  the  curious  thing  is,  that  though  he 
did  not  retreat  before  her.  several  others  in  ti.e  Vilchen 

Marr  n'^  %"""  ^"^^   '  ^'^P-      '^^'y  ^^  known 
Madame  David,  as  it  were,  during  two  lives 

"You  have  already  had  your  answer,"  she  said. 
What  then  are  you  doing  here  ?  All  that  is  in  this 
place  IS  mine,  in  trust  for  my  daughter.  And  these 
good  people  will  aid  me  to  preserve  her  rights  " 

"  But,"  said  the  young  man,  «  without  your  daughter 
to  give  you  a  claim  you  would  only  have  a  right  to 
the  income  of  the  money.  That  matter  perhaps 
may  be  arranged.  Things  more  wonderful  have 
happened." 
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He  turned  about  and  in  a  louder  tone,  like 
one  who  addresses  an  audience,  cried  to  the  crowd 
in  the  kitchen.  "  True  Frenchmen,  patriots  of  the 
Doubs  and  Jura,  the  enemy  are  shooting  you  down. 
Ihey  are  burning  your  farms,  carrying  off  your 
derth'"  '^"^^'   systematically    starving    you    to 

At  this  point  a  clamour  of  voices  came  from  the 
refugees  bunched  together  in  a  corner.  "In  this 
house  we  have  been  fed,  clad,  sheltered,  and  armed. 
Shall^  we    stand    by  Madame    David    or    shall  we 

Then  arose  a  confused  roaring  sound,  the  majority 
clearly  crymg  out  for  their  benefactors  of  Villars 
Chaumont ;  but  the  trained  voice  of  the  young 
advocate  of  St  Gabriel  cleft  the  uproar  as  easily  as  I 
knife  cuts  cheese.  /  «*a  a 

"Who  among  you  does  not  see  that  these  folk  are 
betraymg  you  under  pretence  of  helping  you  ?    The 
parson  goes  day  by  day  into  the  German  lines.     No 
one  hinders  him.     If  any  one  of  you  did  as  much, 
would  you  not  be  dangling  from  a  tree.*  or  with  you 
brains  splattered  against  the  nearest  wall.     Why  did 
^   escape  when    our    comrade   Le  Noir  was    shot 
down  ?     Both  of  them  were  taken  together,  judged 
ogether.     Would  you  seek   the  reason.^     it  is  up 
the  stairs  yonder-a  German,  a  spy.  the  comrade 
of  your  precious  pastor,  the  intimate  and  confessor 

housf    h"'^^'    ^^^'^^    himself-he    is    in    this 
house.     He  is  m  your  power.     Will  you  suffer  tlie 

^e^^r  "'  "'  ^°"'  ^'^'"^  ^^  ^^''^^". 
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And  as  the  young  man  finished  his  harangue,  a 
woman  in  black  forced  her  way  to  his  side,  dominating 
the  audience.  The  refugees  of  Villars  Chaumont  saw 
before  them  the  tall  figure  of  La  Grande  Flore 
brandishmg  a  chassepot  and  sword-bayonet 

"  He  shall  not  escape,"  she  cried. 
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CHAPTER  XI. 

THE  DEFENCE  OF  THE  EAST  WING 

'PHE  attack   apparently  sudden,  had  nevertheless 

1      been   well    concerted,    and    tiie   death   of  the 

Chaplam  Hermann  Falk  resolved  upon  in  advance. 

\r?  r'^'  [^  ^^'^'  ^"  """'"^^  """'^r  of  newcomers 
about  the  chateau  that  day;  Madame  herself  had 
remarked  upon  it.  But  knowing,  as  she  did.  all  about 
the  great  "sweep  "which  the  Germans  were  making 
all  along  the  frontier  of  Switzerland,  she  naturally  puf 
down  the  mcrease  of  her  guests  to  new  refugL. 

{hT^Z'^"^  ^'"^P"  ^^^'""'  ^"^  *^«  ^^'  ^raptigs 
?ff  ",°^?°"'■^^''^''  *"^y'  "»«"  ^ho  had  been 
wdfully  "  ost."  whom  the  bitter  cold  had  caused  to 
fall  out.  with  frozen  hands  and  toes,  along  the  weary 
road  to  Verdures.  But  though  her  mind  L  tn>S 
as  to  the  servmg  of  so  many  additional    mouths. 

enotr  •?"'!'''  ^''''  '^^  ^°-  -^  P^-efuIly 
enough  mto  the  gardens  and  Makers  if  Villars 
Chaumont.  seeking  what  she  could  find  to  make  a 
meal  for  the  strangers. 

clot!=7'"  '"''  *!  "''""•  '"'"  *™"e«'  *at  those 
Closest  m  sympathy  with  Madame  David  the  Elder 
were  taken  wholly  by  surprise.    TT,ere  was  not  one 
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who  had  the  presence  of  mind  to  interpose  between 
the  /raw.//r«rj,  headed  by  the  sometime  sergeant  of 
Mobiles  Ludovic  Villars,  seconded  by  U  Grande 
Flore,  and  the  slaircase  leading  to  the  upper  rooms, 
where.  ,n  the  east  wing,  lay  Hermann  Falk.  Madame 
David  herself  was  elbowed  out  of  the  way  in  a 
moment,  in  spite  of  the  fact  that  the  old  and  faithful 
servants  and  habitues  of  the  house  drew  round  her  as 
If  by  instinct  Not  one  of  these  thought  at  all  of  the 
tragedy  which  was  enacting  above,  till  their  mistress 
reminded  them. 

"Leave  me,"  she  cried.  «  Is  a  man.  and  the  friend 
of  David  my  son,  to  be  falsely  accused  and  cruelly 
murdered  m  the  house-my  house,  to  the  hospitality 
of  which  he  committed  himself }"  ^       J 

Which  certainly  shows  that  the  Military  Chaplain  had 
gained  ground  and  favour  since  David  had  brought 
him  up  the  steep  path  through  the  pine-woods  that 
led  from  the  snow-whitened  valley  of  the  Doubs  to  the 
house  of  Villars  Chaumont. 

Nevertheless,  at  that  moment  it  needed  more  than 

sympathy  to  save  the  life  of  the   Chaplain  of  the 

Colberg  Grenadiers.     The  thought,  first  prompted  by 

delicacy,  of  putting  the  wounded  man  in  the  east 

wing  of  the  chateau-farm,  turned  out  an  exceedingly 

fortunate  one.    All  the  rest  of  Villars  Chaumont  was 

an  ancient  fortress,  rearranged   for  the  wants  of  an 

ordinary  household  of  the  class  and  means  of  the  late 

owner.     But  the  east  wing  had  been  specially  built  by 

Henn  Villars  for  the  needs  of  his  trafficking.     It 

contained,  besides  his  various  strong  boxes  built  into 

the  wall,  pn  entire  upper  storey  specially  strengthened 
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for  defence.     The  basement  and  lower  court  (store- 
houses  and  vaults  for  the  articles  which  he  desired  to 
spare  Uie  French  authorities  the  pain  of  examining  at 
their  Customs'  bureaux)  had  all  been   built  wholly 
without  wood  and  were  closed  by  iron  doors.    A  steel 
drawbridge  light  and  easily  worked  by  a  few  turns  of 
a  fly-wheel  fixed  into  the  wall,  gave  access  to  the 
building  or  shut  it  off.     Here  Henri  Villars.  with 
drawbridge  raised  like  a  knight  in  his  castle,  had  been 
wont  to  work  far  into  the  night    Sometimes  he  Vad 
slept  there  as  well,  indeed,  in  the  very  room  whic'  die 
Chaplain  was  now  occupying.     It  was  well,  the  ,fore. 
that  the  giri.  going  down   to  the   kitchen  for   her 
provision   of  hot  water  and   towels  from  the  linen 
cupboard  adjoining,  paused  on  the  stairs,  heid  motion- 
less  by  the  turmoil  below. 

It  was  because  of  this  that  Ludovic  and  La  Grande 
Flore,  with  their  rabble  of  broken  and  desperate 
frontiersmen  behind  them,  stood  at  the  little  platform 
upon  which  Henri  Villars'  steel  bridge  descended,  and 
gazed  helplessly  into  space.  Those  behind  pressed 
forward,  and  vigorous  and  determined  resistance  on 
the  part  of  those  who  stood  nearest  was  required  to 
prevent  the  pressure  from  huriing  them  into  the  gulf. 

Then  a  voice  from  a  little  barred  window  to  the  left 
called  out.  in  clear  giriish  tones,  yet  with  something  of 
her  mother's  authority  in  it.  "Stand  back  there,  or  I 
hre  I  Ludovic  Villars  instantly  raised  his  rifle  to  his 
shoulder,  and  would  have  let  go  without  question  at 
the  grating.  But  La  Grande  Flore,  in  spite  of  her 
madness  recognising  the  voice  of  her  daughter's  friend, 
threw  up  the  muzzle  of  the  cAass^of,  so  that  the 
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bullet  lost  itself  harmlessly  among  the  chimney-pots. 
Standmg  there  the  young  man  could  easily  see  S^at 
appraiched  from  this  direction,  the  east  wing  was  as 
impregnable  as  the  architect  his  own  father,  had 
meant  it  to  be.  ' 

"Back  there."  he  shouted,  "we  must  finish  our 
uerman  m  some  other  way." 

A  few  struggled  forward  to  make  sure  that  the  ra.e 
was  as  impossible  as  the  leaders  said.  I„  more  than 
one  case  these  inquiring  spirits  came  very  near  to 
breaking  their  bones  on  the  paved  court  below.  But 
at  last  the  most  eager  was  satisfied  and  all  retreated 

DavMd  the  Elder.     For  a  moment  she  had  been  swept 
a.ide     The  casual  thrust  of  an  elbow  in  the  chest  had 

t'o  c^'     .  '""'^    ''"'  "°"^^"'  ^°  '-^  «--tomed 
to  command,  was  hurt  in  her  pride  of  house  and  people 

frT^fr  '^T  ^''''^'"  ^'"^  '^'^^  «h<^  had  promptly 
raHied   half-a-do^en  of  the  men-servants,  carles  dou^ 
and  111  to  driv.      These  were  they  who  had  hetd 
her  with  her  underground  railway,  by  which,  in  spUe 
of  authorities  both  cantonal  an^  Teutonic,  arms  and 
ammunition    had    been    conveyed    to    th;   occupied 
d  Sonets.     Such  men.  once  on  their  guard,  had  little 
difficulty  in   breaking  up  the  retread  of  the  armed 
rabble  who  followed  La  Grande   Flore  and  the  ex 
sergeant  of  Moblots.     They  barred  the  descent  to  Z 
kitchen  and  lower  storerooms  of  the  house.     With  a 

kk"'J.    u""^"""''^"^  ^°^^^  "«^^  thev  turned  the 
ebb  of  flight  at  right  angles  across  the  hall  and  down 
the  wide  steps  which  led  from  the  front  door 
Only  one  lingered  within,  fixed  on  the  verge  of  the 
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little  landing-stage  from  which  the  steel  bridge  had 
been  removed  not  a  moment  too  soon.      Ludovic 
Villars.  rifle  in  hand,  stood  still,  sullenly  angered  that 
his  destined  prey  was  escaping  him.    Whether  that 
prey  was  to  be  the  German  whom  he  loathed  by  race 
and  temperament,  or  also  the  half-sister,  the  daughter 
of  his  father,  whom  he  had  learned  to  hate  as  his 
supplanter,  even  the  young  man  could  hardly  have 
told      He  stood  dumbly  gazing  at  the  barrier  of 
emptiness,  so  narrow  but  so  efficient    Then  the  door 
opened  and  there  stood  before  him,  as  it  had  been,  his 
second  self  in  the  form  of  a  young  girl.    No^ie  had 
the  Chaplain's  revolver  still  in  her  hand    But  at  the 
sight  of  the  young  man  so  near  her  that  they  could 
almost  have  clasped  hands  across  the  gulf  of  air  she 
involuntarily  let  the  weapon  drop  to  her  side.    They 
saw  their  own  images,  as  it  had  been,  in  a  glass  darkly 
Only  to  the  young  man  his  sister  seemed  taller  and 
more  lissom,  with  smaller  features,  and  her  dark  hair 
of  a  riskier,  crisper  luxuriance.    But  the  eyes  were 
the  same,  of  an  infinite  dark  grey,  though  Nodlie  had 
them   less  closely  set  together  and  without  the  ey-- 
brows  meeting  above,  thick  and  lowering,  sure  sign 
of  a  gloomy  and  jealous  temperament 

Brother  and  sister  stood  thus  for  a  moment,  face  to 
face,  the  chassepot  twitching  in  the  young  man's  hands 
Half--ivoluntarily  it  rose  half-way  to  his  shoulder,  but 
instantly  it  fell  again.  He  could  not  commit  a  murder 
so  unprovoked  and  so  brutal.  To  clear  an  obstacle 
out  of  his  way  in  the  heat  of  a  fight,  even  though  that 
obstacle  were  a  woman,  had  appeared  to  him  possible  • 
but  standing  alone,  with  only  a  couple  of  yards  or  so 
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of  space  cutting  him  off  from  his  nearest  relative  in 
the  world,  his  sister's  death  suddenly  presented  itself 
to  him  as  an  impossibility.     He  had  not  thought  of  it 
so  before.     Fate  rather  than  Nature  had  made  him 
bitter  and  cruel    Men  and  things  had  dealt  hardly 
with  him.     He  had  turned  the  mangle  with  small 
blistered  hands  during  the  years  that  his  father  was 
making  a  great  fortune  in  Switzerland.    After  that  he 
had  been  an  apprentice  zinc-worker  and  plumber, 
risking  his  neck  among  the  aumbling  tiles  on  lofty 
housetops.      Education,    hardly   wrenched    by    self- 
sacrifice  from   the    grip  of   circumstance,  had  only 
embittered  him  the  more.     He  trembled  with  anger 
at  the  thought  of  David  Mix  in  a  foreign  university, 
all  his  needs  supplied  without  effort  or  desert  from  his 
father's   money.     Still   more  he  hated  this  girl  who 
was  to  be  the  heiress  of  the  farms  and  vineyards,  the 
scrip  and  share,  together  with  the  finest  fields  of 
"  vett "  (which  is  to  say,  the  wormwood  out  of  which 
absinthe  is  made)  between  Coulon  and  Verriferes— all 
that  of  rights  ought  to  have  been  his  own. 

Ludovic  Villars  turned  and  went  out  of  the  house 
which  had  been  his  father's,  equally  heedless  of  the 
angers  of  Madame  and  the  threatening  arms  of  her 
faithful  escort.  The  young  man  was  drowned  in  a 
dream  of  the  things  that  might  have  been.  He  was 
the  natural  rebel— bom,  bred,  and  long  dangerously 
maturing,  the  Anarchist  in  action,  such  as  at  that 
period  only  France  produced.  Of  him  his  old  pro- 
fessor at  the  Lyc^e  of  Montpellier  had  said,  after  he 
had  led  his  class-mates  into  some  desperate  scrape 
^that  is,  as  such  things  go  in  France),  "El^ve  Villars 
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you  will  either  die  President  of  the  Council  or  on  the 
scaffold  ;  /  think  the  latter  I " 

He  had  carried  this  dangerous  reputation  to  excess 
as  a  student,  having  already  been  twice  imprisoned 
for  the  violence  of  his  opinions,  by  which  means  he 
had  lost  his  dourse  at  the  university,  and  with  it  his 
last  claim  to  normal  respectability  as  a  provincial 
lawyer.     To  do   young  Villars  justice,   it  was  not 
entirely  for  selfish  enricximent    that  he   desired  so 
greatly  to  serve  himself  heir  to  his  father's  estates. 
He  had  that  "conceit  of  himself"  which  comes  early 
to  a  man  who  can  always  be  sure  of  making  his  own 
living.     He  knew,  however,  that  whether  under  empire 
or  any  immediate  republic,  success  would  be  achieved 
only  at  the  cost  of  his  published  and  declared  con- 
victions.    Whatever,  therefore,   he  could  wring  from 
the  hated  bourgeoisie  would   be  used  to  serve  "  The 
Cause."    True,  he  had  as  yet  no  clear  idea  what  The 
Cause  meant,  though  in  the  main  he  was  at  one  with 
the  men  who  were  plotting  the  Communist  risings  in 
Paris.     But  meantime,  there  were  certain  obvious  and 
cheaply  popular  cries  to  which  he  could  attach  himself. 
Such  at  present  was  "  Death  to  the  Germans !  " 

This  would  serve  excellently  for  a  siege  of  Villars 
Chaumont  He  had  not  been  able  to  bring  himself 
personally  to  commit  murder,  even  though  he  felt  his 
quarrel  to  be  just.  But  in  the  hither-and-thither  of 
the  siege  of  a  defended  house,  who  knew  what  might 
not  happen  ?  Behind  those  bars  was  the  German, 
who  of  a  certainty  must  die  for  the  sake  of  old 
Frangois,  little  Louis,  and  many  others.  There  were, 
besides,  his  step-mother  and  his  half-sister,  by  whose 
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disappearance  The  Cause  would  gain  greatly.    All 

things  were  possible  at  such  times. 
He  spoke  of  the  plans  he  had  formed  against  Villars 

Chaumont  to  one,  Breslin,  whom  he  had  chosen  as 

his  second  in  command. 

Breslin  was  a  huge,  square-shouldered  brute,  with  a 

kmd  of  rudimentary  facility  of  ruse  and  trick,  much 
like  the  instinct  of  a  wild  animal  evading  attack  or 
lying  in  wait  His  great  strength  made  him  feared 
by  all  that  gathering  of  broken  and  outlaw  men. 
Yet  he  yielded  at  once  to  the  trained  intelligence  of 
Ludovic  Villars,  who  became  to  Breslin  as  a  god,  all 
the  more  that  his  skill  as  a  handicraftsman  was  far 
beyond  that  of  the  forester,  trained  only  in  woodcraft 
and  smuggling. 

"Dea/A  to  the  Prussian !»  The  guerilla  fighters 
made  that  the  watchword  of  their  camp  in  the  thin 
straggling  pine-woods  above  Brenets  on  the  French 
."ide. 

"I  have  at  least  got  something  out  of  Chaumont 
yonder."  growled  the  giant  Breslin,  exhibiting  with 
pride  a  Red  Cross  badge  and  proceeding  to  buckle  it 
about  his  arm.  He  gazed  at  his  loot  with  a  confident 
smile. 

"And  what  good  do  you  think  that  trinket  is  going 
to  do  you  > "  demanded  his  captain  scornfully.  They 
lay  together,  prone  on  their  faces,  a  little  hastily 
scraped  breastwork  under  their  chins,  just  sufficient 
to  turn  a  low-flying  bullet  They  nibbled  at  what 
remamed  of  Madame's  bread  out  of  their  knapsacks, 
for  the  enemy  was  too  near  for  them  to  risk  building 
a  fire ;  there  would  be  no  soup  in  the  pot  that  night 
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They  were  on  the  wrong  side  of  the  frontier  for  any 
such  provender  as  might  have  been  obtained  at 
Chaumont 

"The  good  it  is  going  to  do  me?"  chuckled  the 
huge  smuggler.  "Why.  Captain,  what  need  to  ask 
that  ?  If  I  am  caught  by  the  pigs  of  Prussians,  I  will 
get  nd  of  my  gun  and  cartridge-pouch.  Then,  look 
you,  I  will  snap  this  about  my  arm,  and  lo,  I  am 
under  the  protection  of  the  Geneva  Convention  I  It 
was  a  pries-  /ho  is  out  with  Japy's  band,  he  put  me 
up  to  the  wrinkle." 

Ludovic  Villars  laughed  scornfully;  then  suddenly 
thrustmg  out  his  hand,  he  pulled  his  lieutenant's  head 
down  with  a  jerk  as  a  bullet  of  a  needle-gun  went 
ripping  past  immediately  overhead,  snipping  the 
smaller  branches  and  bringing  down  the  pine-needles 
upon  them  in  a  thin  shower.  The  men  behind 
growled  fiercely,  asking  to  be  allowed  to  reply  to  the 
marksman. 

"No  use,  lads,  it  is  only  some  outpost  trying  the 
range,"  Ludovic  explained.  « I  am  sure  that  no  one 
could  possibly  see  us  here." 

And  indeed,  under  the  leading  of  the  ex-smuggler, 
Breslin,  they  had  entered  the  wood  at  the  top  and 
worked  their  way  down  its  whole  length  without 
stirring  a  twig,  till  they  were  once  more  looking  across 
the  valley  in  the  direction  of  Chaumont. 

"There,"  said  Ludovic  sternly,  "Master  Genevan 
Convention  Breslin,  where  would  you  have  been  with 
that  badge  on  your  arm  if  I,  Ludovic  Villars,  had  not 
pulled  that  stupid  gourd  on  your  shoulders  down 
among  the  fir-cones  ? " 
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"But  I  meant  when-if.  that  is.  I  were  taken  by 
the  Prussians ! "  Bresh'n  explained. 

"  And  what,  think  you,  would  the  Prussians  care  if 
you  were  armour-plated  with  Swiss  badges  ?     You 

vof  T^  ^  """^^'"''^  "  ^°^""  ^'^^"°d  J^bels  over 
you.  They  have  the  red  cross  also.  Why.  the  first 
Prussian  officer  would  take  one  look  at  ^r  hands. 

bull  T.'  •  ^  '^'  ^'^'''''  °^  "^^^"*»*°"  ^"d  a  dozen 
bullets  through  your  thick  skull ! " 

delT"  T""^  ^'''""'  ""^'"  ""'  '^''^  ^'•e  ^orse 

I  .!r^^^  ^'  P'^'^"^'  ^'^'     '^^'^  '^  <^hild's  play  to 

what  Aese  rascally  peasants  over  yonder  would  give  a 

"  True,  Breslin,  my  most  wise  friend,"  said  Ludovic. 
beatmg  to  death  with  sticks  is  no  cheerful  end 
neither  to  be  trampled  to  a  jelly  with  saio^s.  But.' 
after  all  twenty  years  in  a  model  Swiss  dungeon,  with 
no  one  to  speak  to,  and  all  the  time  to  be'dreaming 
of  the  world  without,  tlie  happy  people  there,  the 
sunshine,  the  birds  flying  across  the  open  sky,  ani  the 

in  tt  wr 'I?  f  r*'  ^''^  '^'''  ""^^^  '^^^'  twinkling 
of  that  r  ^^^^^^-^'  "^y  fr'^"^.  what  think  you 

life^^nff,  Tfr^^'  ^""""'^  ^"^^  ^'"^^  w^re  his 
life  and  he  looked  anxiously  at  his  commander. 

What,  then,  am  I  to  do  ? "  he  groaned 

"  T.^'°^  y^"*-  badge  into  the  bushes  there,  and  if  at 

any  time  you  cannot  escape,  why,  kill  as  many  as  you 

can  and  then  take  care  to  keep  the  best  cartridge  for 

yourselfto  finish  with."  ^ 

He  snapped  the  retaining  spring  of  his  revolver  and 
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turned  the  six  cartridges  out  on  his  palm.  "  Observe 
Number  Six,"  he  said  grimly;  "that  hard-bitten 
fellow  is  Ludovic  Villars'  single  ticket  to  eternity.  It 
will  send  him,  when  need  is,  a  long,  long  journey  in 
the  dark,  aye,  and  introduce  him  to  much  more  than 
your  friend  the  priest  or  my  brother  the  parson 
wots  of." 

But  in  his  heart  he  was  planning,  at  the  first  oppor- 
tunity, a  flight  to  Paris,  by  way  of  Lyons.  Strange 
things  were  being  whispered.  Some  said  that  Le 
Grand  Soir,  the  wondrous  Eve  of  Freedom  and 
Universal  Revolt,  was  at  hand.  Ludovic  resolved  not 
to  be  behindhand.  At  the  first  check  he  would  dis- 
band his  men  and  take  the  road  for  Lyons,  where  he 
had  friends  among  the  leaders  of  revolt.  He  knew 
his  own  abilities.  They  would  have  need  of  him 
when  they  hoisted  the  Red  Rag  of  the  Desperate. 
No  one  should  be  fitter  to  carry  it  high  than  Ludovic 
Villars. 
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CHAPTER  XII. 

THE  SHADOW  THAT  WALKETH  IN 
DARKNESS 

DASTOR  DAVID  ALIX  continued  his  work,  and 
1       Oirough  the  lengthening  days  of  spring  the  whole 
district  of  the  Jurassic  Doubs  knew  him  as  its  visible 
Frovidence.     No  barque  set  out  from  Brenets.  or  skiff- 
traversed  the  Bay  of  Pargots.  without  a  cargo  of  his 
bounties.     Outlying  upland  farms,  burned  and  clean- 
swept,  knew  him.    Behind  the  shelter  of  an  outhouse 
or  in  lee  of  a  limestone  rock,  a  woman  or  a  hunger- 
^nned    .c'criphng   stood    on   the    look-out  for    Nof 
Pasteur.     In  snowy  weather  his  tall  form  could  be 
seen  for  miles  against  the  white.     Even  the  Germans 
tolemted  his  comings  and  goings.     For  was  he  not 

L^T  °l*  ^''"''^  ^""''^  °^  unexampled  power, 
with  "Von  Bismarck"  scrawled  in  one  comeV  and 
counter-signed  "Von  Moltke"  in  the  other-the  whole 
bearing  the  seal  of  the  new  "  Imperial  Chancellerie  "  I 

Not  even  the  Bavarians  could  help  obeying  that  as 
yet,  unknown  power.  When  it  went  from  hand  to 
hand  among  their  officers,  they  fingered  it  as  the 
devout  Roman  Catholic  does  a  saintly  relic  Yet 
these  were  the  men  the  most  feared  in  the  country. 
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The  smoke  of  Bazeilles,  the  killing  of  women  and 
children  among  the  flames,  had  surrounded  the 
scrubbing-brush-crested  helmets  with  that  kind  of 
hateful  halo  which  soon  becomes  a  legend  of  fear. 

But  they  saluted  David  as  he  went  by—even  grim 
Jilent,  old  Van  der  Tann  himself  moving  his  hand 
upwards  as  if  acknowledging  a  good  soldier  of  some 
neutral  power.  Uhlans  galloping  rapidly  in  the 
twilight  would  look  curiously  at  the  shadow  flitting 
along  the  forest  edges.  Then,  recognising  the 
"Genevan"  pastmr  of  the  lofty  protections,  they 
would  toss  their  black  and  white  pennons  at  him  by 
way  of  greeting,  and  vanish  at  full  speed. 

But  in  the  Chateau-Farm  of  Villars  Chaumont  for 
the  moment  a  great  Sabbath  quiet  rested  on  every- 
thing within  and  without,  tempered  by  the  anxiety 
with  which  the  inmates  thought  of  David  walking  his 
dangerous  ways  across  the  valley,  where  the  favour  ol 
the  Germans  brought  up6n  him  the  suspicion  of  the 
more  reckless  Free  Companies. 

"'Blessed  are  the  meek!'"  said  Hermann  Falk  to 
No^he,  as  he  sat  reclined  in  the  great  chair  of  the 
banker— that,  indeed,  in  which  he  died.  He  could 
see  David  just  climbing  the  hill  towards  Villars 
Chaumont-his  feet  weary  with  the  hard  limestone 
and  the  Ic  ig  slippery  ways. 

He  looked  up  and  waved  a  hand  towards  them 
Instantly  through  the  window-casement  started  the 
little  white  signal  of  Noelie's  kerchief.  She  loved  her 
brother,  and  these  two  mutually  understood  each  other, 
as  the  mother  who  bore  them  both  never  had  and 
never  would. 
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"'Blessed  arc  the  meek/"  repeated  the  Army 
Chaplain,  as  his  eyes  followed  his  friend's  slender 
figure,  "'they  shall  inherit  the  earth.'  So  the  Book 
says,  and  for  that  reason  /  shall  never  inherit  more 
than  the  six  foot  by  two  common  to  all  the  race." 

From  the  window-seat  No^lie  lifted  the  misty  quiet 
of  her  eyes  upon  him,  as  he  sat,  one  large  strong  hand 
whitened  by  sickness  laid  laxly  on  the  arm  of  her 
father's  great  chair. 

"You  are  good,"  she  said,  with  her  usual  thoughtful 
directness;  "you  are  the  best  patient  I  have  ever 
nursed— better  even  than  our  David.  For  if  he  is 
not  watched,  he  will  be  up  and  his  clothes  on,  if  one 
leaves  the  room  for  a  minute.  If  you  stay  away  a 
quarter  of  an  hour,  you  will  likely  catch  sight  of  him 
half-way  down  to  the  ferry  af  ChaillaxonI  But  you 
have  been  content ! " 

"Yes,"  said  the  Military  Chaplain,  very  gravely 
and  without  looking  at  his  nurse,  "I  have  been 
content." 

The  girl  flushed  a  little  with  pleasure,  though 
indeed  he  had  spoken  rather  brusquely.  Then  she 
threw  a  light  fly-line  with  maidenly  cunning,  to  catch 
a  greater  compliment 

"Of  course,"  she  said  softly,  as  if  to  herself,  "I  have 
not  nursed  you  as  your  own  mother  would  have 
done " 

The  Chaplain  laughed  aloud. 

"Thank  goodness,"  he  said.  "My  mother  would 
have  plastered  me  and  pottaged  me  every  five 
minutes  by  the  clock.  There  would  have  been  no 
rest  for  my  body  because  of  her  remedies,  nor  for  my 
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soul  because  of  her  tongue.  She  has  not  had  a  chance 
at  me  like  this  for  twenty  years— not  since  my  first 
duel  at  Heidelberg,  when  I  fought  the  Captain  of 
the  Badeners." 
"  A  duel— you — and  a  clergyman  ?  * 
Somehow  No^He's  eyes  were  shining,  though  her 
words  were  reproachful. 

"Ah,  dear  lady,"  smiled  the  Chaplain,  "not  one. 
but  twenty.  It  is  part  of  the  curriculum.  Not  a 
professor  worth  anything  but  will  show  you  his  battle- 
scars  between  his  second  and  third  tumblers— aye, 
and  be  proud  of  them  too ! " 

"But  were  you  then  studying  for  the  ministry  of 
the  Word  ? "  asked  Noelie,  the  memory  of  the  young 
Protestant  students  she  had  seen  at  Montauban  coming 
back  to  her.  She  could  see  them  walking  singly  with 
their  books  under  the  great  trees  of  the  Chaussie,  or 
in  quiet  twos  and  threes  taking  the  air  in  the  college 
garden— all  gentle,  still  of  demeanour,  qui>;t  of  speech 
—not  at  all  like  this  Goth  of  the  North,  who  in  spite 
of  being  a  minister  duly  ordained,  had  the  speech  of  a 
commander  of  horse  and  carried  on  his  shoulders  the 
head  of  a  Viking. 

David  entered,  and  stood  on  the  threshold  a  moment 
smiling  at  the  two  before  him— Noelie  on  the  window- 
seat,  her  hands  on  her  lap,  and  Hermann  Falk  in  the 
banker's  chair,  looking  strange  in  his  bandages,  with 
the  weathered  "hale"  all  gone  from  his  face. 

Only  with  David  did  Noelie  ever  show  her  real 
spontaneity  of  character.  She  rose  and  ran  to  him, 
eager  as  when  she  was  still  a  ch  J,  to  clasp  her  hands 
about  his  neck.     He  kissed  her  gently  on  the  fore- 
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ncad  looking  down  upon  her  from  his  height  with  the 
gentlest  eyes.  Then,  without  moving,  he  reached  out 
his  hand  to  Hermann  Falk  in  his  chair. 

••  Has  this  baby  of  ours  been  taking  good  care  of 
you  ?    he  asked,  as  No<Jhe  went  off  to  get  him  some- 
thmg  to  eat.    The  kitchen   was   now  more   free  of 
strange  guests     The  great  "sweep"  of  the  Germans 
had  earned  the  bands  before  them  northward,  while 
the    lurkmg    solitary   fighters  had   followed   behind 
furtively  gliding  from  tree  to  tree  till  they  could  again 
come  near  enough  to  harass  the  enemy's  rearguard 
and  outposts.  ^ 

The  country  opposite  Villars  Chaumont  was,  for  a 
little  while,  quiet  Only  many  farms  were  laid  waste 
or  plundered.  Fugitives  still  lurked  in  all  the  woods 
Women  starved  in  the  villages.  David  had  seen  all 
this  that  day,  but  once  at  home  his  care  and  his  love 
were  for  those  he  had  left  there. 

Gravely  he  counted  the  beats  of  the  Chaplain's 
pulse,  asked  what  the  surgeon  had  said  that  day  as 
to  his  wound,  and  sat  down  beside  him,  to  give  him 
what  Hermann  Falk  so  earnestly  desired   the  latest 
news  of  the  war. 

TTiere  was  an  armistice-so  much  was  certain. 
And  though  that  did  not  yet  include  the  disturbed 
departments  of  the  Doubs  and  Jura,  assuredly 
that  also  would  not  be  long  delayed.  There  would 
be  peace,  glorious  for  the  Germans,  and  perhaps 
on  as  good  terms  as  the  French  had  any  right  to 

"Ah,"  said    Hermann    Falk.   "there   speaks    the 
ijwitzer !    What  would  your  mother  say  to  this  > " 
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yonder^"  "'""'  ''^  ""^  ^'  ^^''^  ^«^" 

David  sighed  and  was  silent  a  moment,  looking  out 
of  the  «-.ndow  at  the  rugged  ledges  of  the  Franche 
Comt«i  above  Chaillaxon. 

"  I  suppose  I  am  a  bad  patriot  to  my  adopted 
countjy.  he  said  pensively.  "  If  it  be  possible  for  a 
man  hke  you  to  conceive  such  a  thing.  Hermann  I 
am  a  man  who  prefers  the  poorest  peace  to  the  bi«t 
war  that  was  ever  waged ! " 

The  Military  Chaplain  was  not  at  all  so  deeolv 
moved  as  David  had  expected. 
"You  forget,"  he  said,  "that  I  have  seen  you  stuck 

up  agamst  a  cottage  wall  over  there  at  Mouthe » 

"  Ah,"  David  interrupted.  "  that  was  in  the  way  of 
my  duty     That  is  veiy  different     It  is  easy  to  die 
It  IS  hard  to  kill  your  fellow-men.   whom   God  has 
made,  m  a  quarrel  of  kings  and  emperors  I " 

"Your  own  folk  did  not  think  so  over  yonder  at 
Momt  some  little  time  ago  I  Nay,  they  were  so  fond 
of  fighting  that  after  they  had  no  enemies  left  to 
conquer  at  home,  they  took  service  with  every  kin^r 
who  had  a  sack  of  dollars,  and  eve^^  tyrant  who 
wanted  a  faithful  guard." 

"I  know,"  said  David  Mix.  -No  n.oney.  no  Swiss ' 
-the  proverb  has  run  round  the  world.  Only  such 
men  d.d  not  come  from  mj>  city,  which  is  Geneva 

who  i'-ZL""  *^'''  "^''^^  "^^  '^'^^  °^  ^y  Master! 

"John  aivin,"  interrupted  the  Milita^^  Chaplain. 

Why,  man,  more  wars  have  been  waged  because  of 
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that  master  of  yours  than  by  all  the  kings,  emperors, 
and  princes  now  upon  the  earth ! " 

"  I  did  not  mean  John  Calvin,  Hermann  Falk,"  said 
the  Pastor,  "as  well  you  do  know.  But  vour  Master 
and  mine." 

The  Military  Chaplain  moved  uneasily.   His  religion 
equally  real  and  deep,  did  not  express  itself  so  easily 
as  David's. 

"  Ah ! "  he  exclaimed,  startled  as  if  David  had  used 
a  rough  camp  word—"  yes,  I  understand.  I  beg  your 
pardon,  Pastor  David." 

Secretly  he  felt  that  between  men  who  knew  each 
other  so  well— as  it  were  both  of  them  spiritual 
experts— his  jest  should  not  have  been  put  down  with 
such  a  hammer-stroke  of  authority. 

But  Hermann  was  the  last  man  in  the  worid  to 
bear  malice.  He  was  a  German  with  strong  patriotic 
feehngs.  He  considered  that  the  cause  of  his  Emperor- 
Kmg  was  also  the  cause  of  God.  But  he  was  his 
friend's  guest,  and  it  mattered  little  to  him  though 
David  Alix  was,  what  he  often  called  him,  a  mere 
Republican,  or  that  he  seemed  to  think  that  the  Bible 
consisted  only  of  the  Scriptures  of  the  New  Testament. 
Accordingly  he  changed  the  subject. 

"Any  news  of  our  kind  friends  the  'bush-whackers'.?" 
he  said. 

It  was  now  David's  turn  to  show  a  certain  uneasiness 
He  looked  out  of  the  window  and  drummed  his  thin 
fingers  on  the  table.  Hermann,  who  knew  him  of  old, 
watched  him,  smiling  quietly. 

"  Well,  what  is  it  ?    Out  with  it,  my  David,"  he  said 
«I  fear,"  said  the  Pastor  at  last,  "that  the  bloody 
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and  d«eitful  men  are  again  on  our  trac!.:.  7v,.Jav  as 
I  came  from  Uzon  ,o  Le.,  CoIIines,  I  rdt  .h«  1  ;^ 
not  alone.  TT,e  feeling  haunted  me  t.!,  i,  b^LL  J^ 
obsession.  Always,  behind  dykes  and  ij^  „f 
^1  low  and  thorn  something  glided.  I  have  i^  the 
feehng  before,  when  returning  by  night,  but  never  in 
b«ad  daylight     Hitherto  he  has  been  the  ^ow 

oTll:^'^"'^-  ""  '"■*"'  '  «"  '"■"'  ''^' 

.1  ^"fT^t  '""'  '"*'"  *=  f'"""  ""'-the  rascal ' " 

°T    w^.h  ™^  "^'f""  """'>'  '>^'"«"  his  teeth. 

m  Jl  ^t    J*  T"  ^^°  "^"^  himself  the  son  of  my 

"Would  that  I  had  been  at  his  tail,"  g^aned 
Hermann  Falk  from  the  banker's  great  chfir" or 
Sergeant  Schram-he  is  the  better  It    iS  wouU 

•  "-«  '■''""'  y°"'  8°°"  '<'"^"'»".  I  warrant" 

I  des'rc  no  man's  hurt."  said  David,  "not  even 
when  he  desires  mine." 

"No,"  cried  the  Militao'  Chaplain  vehemently  "I 
dare  say  „ot  But  you  are  not  such  a  fool  as  to  ttlink 
^at  ,t  .s  ^«,  he  is  after-no,  n^-r  even  me  tte 
Prussian  I  am  only  the  bait  in  the  trap.  He  .fl! 
gam  nothmg  by  killing  either  of  us.  He  wouYd  W 
h.s  popularity  by  slaying  you.  But  if  yourlter  a"d 
y-ur  mother  were  killed  in  the  tumult'^of  anlsau,. 
^y  mght^on  thU  hospital  of  mine-why.  who  would  be 

"He   could    never  be  so  wicked,"    cried    David. 
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"  Such  a  monster  does  not  exist  in  any  Christian 
country." 

The  Chaplain  shrugged  his  shoulders. 

"A  Christian  country."  he  said.  "It  looks  like  it 
over  yonder,  does  it  not  ?  Your  people  and  mine 
have  not  too  many  stones  to  cast  one  at  the  other— 
but  we  Germans  at  least  do  our  killing  regularly  and 
in  order  of  battle." 

"But  I  was  shot  at,"  said  David;  "therefore  he 
must  wish  to  kill  me  also.  I  heard  the  bullet  whistle 
overhead,  and  saw  the  puff  of  smoke  rise  from  among 
the  bushes."  ^ 

"I  wager  there  is  something  behind  all  that" 
mused  Hermann  Falk.  "I  wish  I  had  my  pipe,  so 
that  I  could  think  things  out." 

"And  why  not.?"  said  David.  "Wait  a  mom^  ,t 
I  can  bring  you  one  of  my  stepfather's,  and  there  is 
good  tobacco  among  my  mothers  stores,  I  know." 

"Hush,"  murmured  the  Chaplain,  raising  his  hand 
and  listening  eagerly,  "there  is  Noelie's  step  on  the 
stairs.     She  does  not  like  tobacco." 

And  for  the  first  time  for  many  days  David,  remem- 
bering his  friend  of  old,  laughed  aloud. 
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THE  COMMANDANT 

^LICE  BRANTE,  schootaistress  at  Les  Pargots  a 

me  eyes  of  a   Persian    cat    in   the   twilight    some- 
.h.ng  between  the  blue  and  the  grey,  thou|h  'b^rfn 

bou"  LaX-:  'k7  "'"'"""  P='"°'  '■-">  her  neigh" 
bour,  La  Petite  Flore,  across  the  lake 

But  it  was  to  her  official  cottage,  overlookin,.  the 
water-  ,ly  beds  of  the  Bay  of  Parlois.  tha    La  Pe« l 
Flore  had  brought  her  mother  for  a  few  days  after  he 
ThTr  °f    "/™-™    Falk   at   Villars    Chaumont 
The  house  had  once  been  a  small  smuggling  ,n„ 
frequented  by  the  "runners"  of  watches  fnd  Swiss' 

Z  7' '"  "•=  "^^  '•^'■"^  "^""  V'"=-  h='d  come 
from  Provence  to  organise  and  centralise  the  trade 
further  up  the  lake.  The  place  had  been  offic  allv 
reconstructed,  but  still  possessed  its  original  t>vo  d»  f 
the  front  bemg  in  French  territoo-,  while  the  back 
opened  out  upon  the  green  pastures  of  Switzerland 
I  his    httle    schoolmistress    was    also    a     pastor's 

Datwath°™K'?,  T  "'="  ■"*"  '"  *»'  -^hi  h 
Davids  father  had  done  his  ministrations.     Left  earlv 

an  orphan,  she  had  been  gathered  in  by  the  g^  man 
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and  his  wife,  though  by  the  latter  with  something 
of  an  ill  grace.  Nevertheless,  she  had  received  and 
educated  the  little  orphan  girl  until  the  death  of 
David  Mix  the  elder  changed  all  things. 

Then  the  Provencal  banker  declared  that  he  would 
not  have  his  house  turned  into  an  orphan  asylum. 
He  was  willing,  he  added,  to  do  anything  in  reason 
for  the  pretty  little  Protestant,  but  it  must  be  at  a 
distance  from  Villars  Chaumont  Henri  Villars  was 
as  good  as  his  word,  and  placed  Alice  Brante  in 
a  good  school  at  Lausanne,  from  which  in  due  time 
she  went  to  the  Normal  College  for  Government 
instructors  at  Geneva. 

She  was  ever  an  affectionate  little  girl,  with  hair 
of  copper  and  pale  gold.     Her  face  was  set  in  tight 
little  curls  which   had   this   peculiarity— where  they 
sprang  from  the  fair  under  skin,  they  appeared  of  a 
deep  copper  hue  which  gradually  lightened   to  the 
upper    curve,  but  beyond   that  they  fell  like  little 
waves  on  a  quiet  shore,  in  arch  ringlets  and  sprays, 
which  foamed  on  her  brow  in  pale  amber  gold,   so 
light  that  the  wind  lifted  and  laid  them  with  every 
breath,   or  even  the  mere  movement  she  made  in 
walking. 

Madame  up  yonder  at  Villars  Chaumont  had  never 
liked  her,  though  she  had  not  yet  shown  herself 
openly  hostile.  But  David  had  always  regarded 
Alice  as  his  little  sister,  and  often  found  his  way  to 
the  door  of  the  white  school-house  under  the  great 
chestnuts,  with  the  Bay  of  Pargots  and  the  broadest 
part  of  the  lake  stretching  out  under  the  westward- 
looking  windows.     Beneath  was  a  floating  plain  of 
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water-lilies,  anchored  in  masses,  moored  by  their  thick 
green  cables  like  some  faity  fleet  lying  becalmed  with 
all  sail  set.    When  the  gusts  came  hard  from  the 
westward  they  rolled  and  swayed  like  merchantmen 
outside  a  river  bar.     But  when  it  was  still,  as  mostly 
at  this  perfect  season  of  the  year,   then  beginning 
with  the  white   fringe  of  the   Bay  of  Pargots,  the 
eye  took  in  a  wonderful  scheme  of  colour.    Alice  had 
often  tried  to  fix  it  on   paper  with  her  poor  cheap 
colours-hard  gritty  cakes  rubbed  down  on  slabs  of 
china   ware-the   whole    supplied    by  the   Cantonal 
Government  for  the  purpose  of  colouring  maps     But 
she  never  got  half-way  through  without  disaster.     She 
stamped  her  little  foot  at  herself  as  at  a  stupid  scholar 
tore  up  the  result,  and  clattered  the  materials  topsy- 
turvy into  a  drawer.     For    mademoiselle  sometimes 
was  a  stormy  little  person,  for  all  her  meek  airs,  as 
the  pupils  who  aroused  her  soon  found  out. 

Alice  Brante  stood  at  her  door,  wondering  whether 
she  should  go  a-visiting,  but  she  soon  fell  a-dreaming 
over  the  beauty  spread  before  her.     The  white  of  the 
lilies  in  the  Bay  of  Pargots  dropped  suddenly  at  the 
water's  edge  into  a  pale  blue,  which  became  darker 
as  It  receded,  till  between  the  capes  it  was  a  mere 
deep  sapphire  line  with  little  wave-flecks  of  fire  upon 
it     Beyond,  Alice  saw  a  marvel,  as  it  had  been  a 
huge  emerald  with  a  glowing  heart  of  yellow  fire.     It 
was  the  Lake  of  Brenets  on  its  couch  of  Jura  lime- 
stone, with  the  sunshine  plunging  darts  of  flame  into 
It,  searching  out  its  depths.     Only  in  these  lakes  of 
the  high  Jura  can  such  a  thing  be  seen. 
This,  of  course,  little  Alice  did  not  know.     She  had 
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only  seen  the  great  Lake  Leman.  stretching  every 
way  beneath  Lausanne,  blue  or  grey  according  to  the 
sky  above  it  That  was  her  ocean,  and  though  she 
knew  tiiat  the  sea  of  the  geographies  was  larger,  she 
really  could  not  imagine  it  without  the  Alps  of  Savoy 
rising  abruptly  on  the  other  side. 

Behind  her,  the  little  house  was  cool  and  sweet 
while  through  its  soft  duskiness  stole  airs  from  acros^ 
the  tableland  of  the  French  Jura.  Alice,  the  little 
schoolmistress,  sighed.  Indeed,  she  had  had  her  share 
of  the  anxieties  of  war.  The  elder  children  of  Les 
Pargots  had  with  one  mind  stayed  away  from  school 
—the  boys  employed  in  running  mysterious  messages 
and  the  girls  helping  their  mothers  with  the  extra 
cookmg,  which  somehow  or  other  arose  out  of  these 
missions  on  which  their  brothers  were  despatched. 

"  To  think,"  said  Alice  pitifully  to  herself,  "  that  the 
Inspector  of  the  Educational  Committee  will  be  here 
in  a  month,  and  not  more  than  a  dozen  scholars  of  the 
'Grands'  ready  to  meet  him.  If  it  were  not  for  the 
little  ones.  I  should  certainly  get  a  bad  mark  on  my 
certificate.  But  if  he  is  a  kind  man,  he  will  look 
at  the  registerof  attendances-then  he  will  understand 
I  cannot  teach  children  who  will  not  come  to  be 
taught." 

There  was  certainly  some  slight  comfort  in  this 
thought,  but  all  the  same  the  great  eyes  with  the  dark 
pupils,  which  waxed  and  waned  according  to  the  light 
were  often  velvet-soft  with  tears.  ' 

The  little  school-house  on  the  frontier,  where  the 
Doubs  sways  away  into  the  "  Franche  Compt^" 
almost  abuttea  on  the  Mountain  of  Grillot,  a  rough 
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mountain-shoulder,  round  the  comer,  as  it  were,  from 
the  main  valley.  It  afforded  a  safe  refuge,  in  ordinary 
times,  for  Free  Fighters  and  "  solitaries  "—chiefly 
because  the  German  patrols  and  columns  of  punish- 
ment had  to  cross  the  Doubs  in  order  to  reach  it,  and 
only  a  strong  or  very  mobile  force  would  venture  to 
leave  a  deep  and  difficult  river  between  them  and 
retreat 

In  itself  the  cottage  above  Les  Pargots  did  not  seem 
a  very  safe  place  of  abode  for  a  giri,  young  and 
innocent,  in  times  so  uncertain.  But  Alice,  the  little 
schoolmistress,  was  not  really  alone.  The  stables  of 
the  ancient  inn  had  been  concerted  into  a  farm- 
dwelling,  and  though  one  end  of  the  school-house 
abutted  on  the  pines  of  the  mountain  side,  the  dwelling 
of  Jean  Heller  and  his  wife  Anna  held  Alice's  cottage 
in  a  friendly  embrace  of  corn-sheds  and  hay-chalets 
which  surrounded  it  on  three  sides. 

Jean  Heller  was  an  old  soldier.     He  had  made  the 

Solferino  campaign,  and,  as  a  recruit,  that  of  the 

Crimea  also.     He  was  of  the  department  of  the  Isire, 

near  to  Grenoble,  and  like  many  of  his  countryfolk,  a 

Protestant     But  at  the  close  of  his  service  he  had 

retired  with  the  grade  of  sergeant-major,  to  marry  a 

Swiss  wife  and  to  cultivate  the  farm  she  had  brought 

him.     Long  a  naturalised  citizen  of  the  Swiss  Republic, 

he  had  thought  little  more  of  the  Is^re,  and  though  he 

daily  saw  his  native  land,  he  had  had,  till  this  last 

year,  little  desire  to  revisit  it     His  own  people  were 

all  dead.     He  was  perfectly  happy  with  Anna,  his 

plump,  red-cheeked  wife,  whom  it  was  his  humour  to 

treat  in  military  fashion,  calling  her  "Commandant" 
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tendmg  to  stand  at  attention,  and  saluting  seriously  and 
w,*  ceremony  as  often  as  she  cade  her  will  knoL. 
At  first  Anna  had  not  understood  this  pleasantrv 

fought,  because  he  would  thus  persist  in  making  her 
nd.cuIous  "before  people."     But  Jean  held  to  W. 

drfoT  f 'r°:;  B>"'^»Annahabituat^ 
evTn  in  K  I  ""^"'^'  extraordinary  humour,  and 
even  m  her  heart  excused  him  by  saying  that  after 
a^^Ws  hardships  might  have  left  soLtWn|  Z':^ 
worse  m  his  system. 

Finally  all  thought  of  anything  strange  passed 
away,  so  much  so  that  Madame  Heifer  often'L'^^l 
what  strangers  were  laughing  at  when  they  came  (irst 
about  the  farm  of  Les  Bassettes 

As  they  had  no  children,  the  little  schoolmistress 
had  become  to  this  well-matched  pair  almost  « 
the,r  own  child.  They  had  often  besought  her  To 
come  across  the  court  to  their  house.  Buf  there  w^ 
a  Governmental  rule  not  to  be  trifled  with,  which  bade 

bvt^r?-    7i°  '"'"'^"  *'  '•"""^  »''"««•  «o  them 
by  the  Confederation,  to  keep  such  residences  in  good 

a"Se  t^e^  r  '^""^  .*°  '='■  ^•''''«'-  <"  o'heLe 
alienate  them,  for  any  period  however  short    Alice 

therefore,  had  always  declined  the  good  Heller.' offe« 

to  dwell  with  them.     But  Jean,  not  to  be  beate^ 

made  use  of  his  talent  for  carpentry,  and  with  »me 

hundreds  of  old  pine  boards ^nslJilcted  Icove^ 

passage  which  ran  from  the  easten,  door  of  the  sch^T 

house,  through  the  great  bam,  turned  the  angle  oT, 

fodder  shed,  and  thence  by  a  door  straight  L  Uie 


The  Commandant 

kitchen-place  of  Les  Bassettes.  ?  This    same  secret 
passage  pleased   him   greatly.      He  was  proud  of  it 
and  induced  even  the  hasty  tongue  of  Madame  Anna 
to  keep   silence   about   it     His  com  and  hay  were 
piled  up  against  the  planking,  and  m  one  m  the  house- 
hold, looking  through  the  great  doors  o;  tne  bam,  could 
have  the   least  idea  of  the  covered  way  which   lay 
underneath  the  yellow  mounds  of  rustling  straw  and 
lavender-scented  hay.      Both  Jean  and  Anna  took  a 
pnde  in  the  thought  that  the  lonely  little   school- 
mistress was  in  some  degree  their  guest,  and  had  a 
part  in  their  house,  in  spite  of  the  Government  and 
all  its  regulations. 

"Faith  o'  my  heart,"'said  Anna  Heller,  cleaning  a 
long  stirring-spoon  on  her  aproned  knee,  "  she  must 
stay  in  her  own  house,  must  she }  By  herself— all 
these  long  winter  nights  I  The  man  in  Berne  who 
made  that  law  should  be  stuck  up  here  all  alone 
with  nothing  but  six  feet  of  snow-drift  and  a  map  of 
Siberia  to  keep  him  warm— then  he  might  learn  how 
to  make  laws  I " 

"Yet  I  dare  wager,  Commandant,"  said  her 
husband,  mechanically  saluting,  "there  are  not  a  few 
in  these  valleys  who  would  be  glad  to  come  and 
bear  our  little  Alice  company  of  an  evening  about 
the  lonely  fire,  or  hear  her  sing " 

"Alice  Brante  is  too  good  a  girl  to  think  of  any 
such  foolishness,"  interrupted  his  wife,  "and  I  beg 
that  you  shall  not  put  it  into  her  head  Besides,  she 
IS  too  proud!  She  thinks  a  great  deal  of  herself— 
and  rightly.  Her  book,  her  knitting,  and  her  piano 
— what  more  does  she  want  ? " 
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Here  the  ex-soldier  interrupted  humbly,  with  the 
sign  agreed  upon  between  them  when  he  wished  to 
address  a  remark  personal  to  his  superior  officer 

"  Go  on."  cried  Anna,  giving  him  an  impatient  slan 
as  she  passed,  "never  was  there  such  a  man  I  He 
does  not  know  what  he  would  be  at,  and  yet  he  is 
for  ever  troubling  us  with  this  nonsense  of  saluting. 
Hands  down.  I  tell  you.  and  out  with  what  you 
want  to  say !  "  ^ 

Jean  saluted  again,  but  the  long  wooden  stirring- 
spoon  made  a  motion  in  the  direction  of  his  head  He 
knew  better  than  to  hesitate. 

"  It  seems  to  me."  he  said,  in  a  distant,  reminiscent 
tone,  playing  meanwhile  with  a  chip  that  had  fallen 
from  tile  hearth,  and  letting  tiie  words  slowly  distil 
themselves  from  his  lips.  "that,  some  time  long  ago. 
I  can  remember  a  giri  who  did  not  object  to  a  little 
conipany  of  an  evening  sitting  in  the  chimney-comer 
of  her  fathers  house,  not  remote  from  here,  listening 
to  tiie  cnckets  chirp,  and  tiie  yet  sweeter  melody  of 
the  old  man  snoring  stoutly  in  his  closet  wiUi  the  door 
open " 

The  wooden  spoon  fell  this  time  on  Jean's  bushy 
head  and  about  his  shoulders,  neither  of  which  he 
tried  m  the  least  to  shield  Only  at  each  resounding 
thump,  his  hand  rose  to  his  brow  with  unfailing 
submission  and  when  she  had  finished  his  punishment, 
he  said  without  a  single  flicker  of  a  smile  on  his  grave 
lace,     1  hank  you,  my  commandant !  " 

At  which  die  buxom  woman,  flushed  witii  hei 
exertions  was  compelled,  in  spite  of  herself,  to  laugh. 
Then   suddenly  she  flung  herself   at  her    husband. 
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catching  him  by  the  ears,  crying  out  that  of  all  men 
he  was  the  most  impossible,  teasing,  villainous,  and 
delightful.  For  an  instant  Jean  threw  aside  his  mask 
of  soldierly  obedience,  caught  his  wife  by  the  waist, 
and  whirled  her  round  the  kitchen  in  a  wild  dance, 
from  which  the  good  woman  emerged  red  and  breath- 
less, catching  at  her  decent  white  headgear,  and 
pushing  at  vagrant  curls  to  stow  them  out  of  sight 
underneath. 

"  Have  >'ou  no  sense,  Jean,  at  your  age  ?  You 
ought  to  know  better.  Just  look  at  me— I  pray  of 
you  to  regard  well.  And  what  would  any  one  have 
thought  had  they  seen  you  ? " 

"  Why,   that  you  were  lucky  in   your  choice  of  a 
husband,  Anna  Heller!"  cried  her  husband. 
"  Be  off  with  you,  I  say  ! " 

She  caught  at  the  bar  of  iron,  with  a  hook  at  the 
end,  by  means  of  which  the  fire  was  kept  in  order 
and  various  matters  stowed  away  up  in  the  chimney 
to  be  out  of  harm's  way. 

"  Come  a  little  nearer,  lad,  and  I  will  comb  thy 
locks  for  thee  I "  she  cried.  "  I  will  have  no  more  of 
this.  Mademoiselle  Alice  may  come  through  that 
door  at  any  moment !  " 

A  peal  of  laughter,  with  a  little  nightingale's  ju^- 
jug  deep  in  the  throat,  broke  off  the  sentence—a 
laugh  which  often  made  those  who  heard  it  start  and 
turn  to  look  at  Alice  Brante. 

"  I  have  been  watching  you  all  the  time,"  she  said, 
running  to  Madame  Anna  ;  and  then  compassionately, 
"  Has  he  been  naughty  again  ?  " 

"  Naughty— that   is  no  word   for   him."  cried   the 
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housewife,  holding  up  her  hands ;  "  I  am  fairly  wearied 
to  death  with  his  foolishness." 
"  Yet  it  seemed  to  me  that  you  also  were  laughing?" 
"And,    I    pray  you,  who  could  help   it?"  cried 
Madame,   still   intent  on  her  damaged  cap  of  fine 
white  muslin  trimmed  with  dafiste.    "He  does  not 
play  fair,  look  you,  that   Jean.     He  has  learned   in 
some  ill    company    to   keep   his  face    straight,   and 
laugh  not  at  all,  or  maybe  he  is  too  lean  to  laugh. 
And— ah,   I   cannot   help  it,   do  you   see?      For   I 
am   fat.      He    is  a   rascal,  a  good-for-nothing,   and 
why  I  married  him  at  all  I  cannot  make  out  to  this 
day ! " 

Jean's  hand  went  up. 

"  Well,  what  is  it  ? "  said  his  wife.  "  Be  serious  for 
once— before  Mademoiselle  !  " 

"Why  you  married  me,  my  commandant,"  said 
Jean  reflectively,  "  that  I  cannot  tell.  But  well  do  I 
know  why  J  '.    rried  you  ! " 

"And  wii,  ."  demanded  Anna,  making  another 
demonstration  with  the  long-handled  wooden  spoon. 

"  Because,  my  commandant,  you  ordered  me  I  "  said 
Jean,  gravely  saluting. 

The  spoon  would  doubtless  have  fallen  again,  and 
perhaps  the  hooked  bar  of  iron  as  well  (though  that 
not  with  much  deadly  force,  you  may  be  sure).  But 
Alice  begged  her  friend  off,  and  pacified  and  delighted 
both  combatants  by  declaring  that  at  her  house  she 
had  not  a  crumb  of  anything,  and  that  in  her  need  she 
had  come  to  ask  them  for  a  bite  of  supper. 

Instantly  all  was  changed  in  the  mood  of  the  farmer 
and  his  wife  of  Les  Bassettes.     Their  mock  quarrel- 
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someness,  these  simple  innocent  jests  of  the  country- 
side, which  in  these  last  days  Jean  had  forced  himself 
to  wear  almost  threadbare  in  order  to  keep  up  his 
spirits,  passed  instantly  away.  Jean  busied  himself 
with  the  fuel  for  the  fire,  and  went  down  to  the  cellar 
for  a  bottle  of  country  wine  out  of  his  own  vineyard. 
Anna  paid  visits  to  her  pantry  and  bustled  with  pots 
and  pans  about  the  fireplace. 

Like  all  the  women  of  the  Swiss  Jura,  she  had  a 
natural  gift  of  cookery.  A  pleasant  place  was  the 
kitchen  of  the  farm  of  Bassettes  on  that  summer 
night.  The  heat  of  the  charcoal  on  the  hearth  was 
rather  pleasant  than  otherwise  at  that  altitude.  It 
was  dusk,  and  they  lighted  no  light,  because  of  the 
midges  and  flies.  But  the  table  was  laid  near  the 
open  window.  The  great  doors  were  flung  wide,  and 
from  where  they  sat  they  could  look  down  into  the 
deepening  shadows  purpling  in  the  pale  glitter  of 
the  bassins.  These  were  now  dimmed  with  a  milky 
iris  of  mist,  but  white  houses  looked  out  clearly 
enough  here  and  there  on  the  favoured  slopes  of 
that  peaceful  land.  The  bare  summits  to  the  west, 
however,  were  red  as  blood,  as  the  sun  went  down 
on  the  wreck  of  what  had  once  been  one  of  the 
fairest  provinces  of  that  dear  land  where  Jean  had 
been  bom. 

They  fell  silent  in  the  twilight,  not  eating  much,  but 
all  struck  by  one  thought.  At  the  sound  of  a  foot- 
step at  the  door,  however,  Jean  started  up.  It  was  a 
time  when  no  man  heard  the  fall  of  foot,  whether  of 
man  or  beast,  without  at  once  setting  himself  to  find 
out  the  cause. 
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••The  blessing  of  the  God  of  Jacob  be  on  this  house 
and  on  all  that  are  in  it ! " 

They  knew  the  voice,  as  who  did  not  Heartily 
they  cried  to  come  in.  Smilingly  Jean  brought  a 
chair,  and  his  wife  set  the  table  for  another  place 
as  David  Alix  entered,  a  kind  of  gladness  on  his  pale 
face  They  set  him  between  them,  with  Alice,  grown 
suddenly  rather  silent,  opposite,  her  head  silhouetted 
against  the  opaline  light  of  the  doorway. 

"  You  will  abide  and  take  the  worship  with  ms 
Pastor  I  "  said  Jean. 

"I  will  abide,"  David  Alix  answered,  as  he  took 
his  seat.  He  had  disposed  his  great  game-bag  in 
a  corner.  The  wallet  was  flat  and  empty  now. 
though  in  the  morning  he  had  crossed  the  lake  with 
It  too  full  for  the  straps  to  buckle  about  it 

"  And  you,  little  sister  ?  "  he  asked,  looking  across 
the  table  to  Alice  Brante,  "has  your  flock  teased  you 
as  much  as  mine  to-day  > " 

He  could  not  see  the  expression  on  her  face  for 
she  had  her  back  to  the  misty  light  which  filled  the 
valleys,  but  she  answered  readily  enough. 

••  Pastor,  my  work  is  little  and  foolish  compared 
to  yours.  You  give  bread  to  the  hungry.  You  speak 
the  Word.  You  lead  the  suff-ering  heavenward.  You 
prepare  the  dying.  Yours  is  the  greatest  work  to 
which  any  man  could  put  hands— and  I  wonder 
that  any  dare  ! " 

"  Indeed."  said  the  Pastor,  sighing;  "  such  is  my  own 
daily  wonder.  I  feel  that  I  am  even  as  that  Uzzah 
who.  at  the  threshing-floor  of  Nachon.  did  put  forth 
his  hand  and  touch  the  ark  of  God  when  the  oxen 
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shook  it.     I   marvel  that   I  am   not  stricken  even 
as  he." 

And  they  looked  on  him  open-mouthed,  for  all  in 
that  land  on  both  sides  of  the  bassins  considered 
him  as  holy.  If  he  were  a  sinner,  how  would  it 
fare  with  the  others } 

As  they  sat  silent,  waiting  upon  his  words,  there 
came  through  the  open  door  the  hoot  of  an  owl  out 
of  the  darkness  of  the  pine-forest  that  scrambled  up 
the  mountain.  Jean,  whose  keen  ear  detected  that 
the  sound  came  from  nothing  that  wore  feathers, 
made  as  if  to  rise,  but  the  Pastor  stretched  out  his 
hand  and  bade  him  keep  his  seat. 

"  All  is  well,"  he  said,  smiling  quietly,  "  it  is  only  my 
invisible  protector." 

And  because  David  Alix  had  borne  what  seemed  a 
charmed  life  during  these  months  of  storm  and  death, 
a  thrill  of  awe  fell  upon  all  three  as  the  hoot  of  the 
owl  came  again,  thrice  repeated,  from  the  wood. 
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CHAPTER  XIV. 
THE  EVENING  SACRIFICE 

IN  the  Doubs  and  the  Jura  the  disturbance  among 
the  people  lasted  longer  than  elsewhere  in  France. 
In  those  early  summer  days  of  1871,  when  the 
great  struggle  against  the  Commune  was  going  on 
about  Paris,  these  two  frontier  departments  were,  and 
had  to  be,  a  law  to  themselves.  The  Germans  had 
retreated  to  the  north.  The  soldiers  and  "  Mobiles  " 
of  the  district  were  assisting  M.  Thiers  to  bring  the 
stubborn  workmen  of  Belleville  and  Montmartre  to 
their  senses— and  to  the  camp  of  Sartory.  Dibris 
of  broken  armies,  plunderers,  and  vulturine  followers 
of  battle-fields,  deserters  of  all  arms,  Communists 
and  terrorists  fleeing  from  the  great  towns  of  Lyons 
or  Marseilles  when  the  Red  Flag  had  failed,  or  in- 
surgents too  late  to  gain  entrance  into  Paris— swarmed 
everywhere,  and  became  the  curses  of  the  two  Jurassic 
departments. 

It  was  no  wonder,  therefore,  that  David  Alix 
needed  divine  protection  in  his  work  of  aiding  the 
helpless  on  both  sides  of  the  bassins  and  upon  the 
table-lands  of  the  Doubs.  He  had,  however,  learned 
by  this  time  that  the  Shadow  that  Walked  in  Darkness 
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was,  to  him,  beneficent— thoush  he  rfM  o„f      .  . 

L^B^tteT.;:  ?%'''t"  '"  *=  '^-'>°-  of 

i-ra  cassette^     ,    '^*^'°"''  J=»"  Heller,  and  his  wife 
the  country  had  b4n  [eft  '"*^  '"  *'"'^'' 

man  than  Lochle  or  Chaux-Fonds  t  ••  ^  ^  "" 

wJ°not''L*%'''"°'  '^™''-  *""  "presented  that  it 
rZv  in  th    /  M  ~"""^  '"''  Switzerland  to  Iceep 

least"  ^H    ?"^  '  '°  P™""  '■'^  citizens-that   at 
be%itied  than  r^othe;    l"t"n    •  "ii" '"' *° 

::t:\r:;s^;£^r^--r.r-t 

of  The'  reTr  '"™''  '  ""'=  ""«■  "y  *=  --"-ess 

iVc^  ^e  pX7hTH"°;-    ^"""^"'^  ^^"^""^  Anna 
•■  OnTvon?  h  '     ".    1.r"  "-y  P'™derers  that  day. 

fronf^'rhr^ch'of^ter""'  ''""'•''''^  "^^""^ 

solXTd'n^'n^iT' "'';°'  '■"  ■"■'  '"'^'">'  »f  disciplined 
soimer,  had  no  pity  for  unlicensed  maraudere  '<  Wher.. 
aid  you  find  him?"  «uucra.      where 
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"At  C6tes  above  Morteau,"  said  the  Pastor;  "they 
are  forming  defensive  societies  there  now.  The  patrols 
are  riding,  and  all  over  the  roads  I  heard  the  beating 
of  their  horses'  feet.  One  of  their  captains,  a  country 
gentleman  of  Le  Lac,  thrust  his  head  in  at  the 
door  of  a  cottage  where  a  few  of  our  poor  folk  had 
met  for  worship,  and  took  down  the  names  of  all 
present  He  asked  the  women  where  their  husbands 
were,  what  their  sons  were  doing,  and  after  comparing 
their  answers  with  what  I  was  able  to  tell  him  out- 
side, he  called  on  his  men  and  rode  on  his  way." 

Jean  Heller,  once  man'c/ial-of-the-logis,  nodded 
his  head  with  complete  approval.  He  knew  what 
such  police  work  meant  in  a  country  disturbed  by  war. 

"  Yes,"  he  said,  "  they  are  dividing  the  sheep  from 
the  goats.  They  must  know  who  are  honestly  occupied, 
and  who  living  by  rapine  I  Then  their  task  will  be 
easy." 

"  May  God  make  them  merciful  to  any  poor  souls 
who  have  been  led  astray  1 "  said  the  little  school- 
mistress compassionately. 

The  Pastor  turned  to  her  quickly  and  held  out 
his  hand. 

"Well  said,  little  one,"  he  cried,  the  light  of  the 
love  he  bore  for  all  the  weak  and  sinful  of  the  earth 
glorifying  his  countenance  with  a  certain  far-off 
suggestion  of  the  radiance  of  his  Master's  upon  the 
mount.  "  I  also  pray  that  these  mistaken  ones  may 
return  to  the  fold.  But  how  shall  one  convert  a 
sinner  if  he  be  hanged  ?  " 

Jean  shook  his  head  He  knew  that  the  men  who 
attacked   houses,  terrified    weak    women,  plundered 
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love  of  m  schief,  t^Z^dZ  "l"^*"'"  =■"" 

He  was  heart  and  soul  with  the  m^n     u     •        ^^ 

they  captured.'^  ^^  P^'  ^''^'^^^  ^^om 

"  It  may  be  somewhat  fortunafP  f«r 
and    sister,  however,"  said~     '^jCT  ""'*" 
dangerous  lot-that  Villars  ™?i     r  ■    ^  """*  * 
the  smith,  and  if  ther^  h"^K        ^"'^  ^'"^"" 
iu^ce  Of  man  has  falii;  :^„  ^  f^n  '^r »  "" 

-^^rift^thttt^-^k-^t™^^^^ 
of  dishes  anH  tl,«  ru       °"^^f°^°  ^"airs,  the  washing 

and   ^^Z^^:^:  tt^-f.la.! 

^"  bustle  the  litti'e  schootlst  Js"s  W  ht^ ' 
The  men  continued  to  talk  anH  fho  ^     ' 

as  was  indeed  proper  wh'    ultirrC  "''"• 

thTia^rr '"'" '°°' "  "pon  hrsei?  7  Lr 

asted     H-     ,f  "■■"'"'  "^"^  *=«  dangerous  dl« 
lasted.     H,s  l,fe  was  too  precious,  he   «id     S 
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could  not  do  without  him,  and  for  the  sake  of  the 
whole  neighbourhood  it  was  his  duty  to  preserve  so 
precious  a  life. 

"  If  the  Lord  have  need  of  me,  He  will  preserve 
me,"  said  David  ;  "  moreover,  to  speak  even  according 
to  your  own  prudence,  Jean  Heller,  I  am  safer  as  it  is. 
Did  He  not  save  my  life  once  already  when  the  breach- 
blocks  of  the  German  rifles  were  clicked  down  and 
the  muzzles  pointed  ?  And  where  '-  ould  I  have 
been  now,  if  Von  Hartmann  had  found  a  loaded 
pistol  in  my  coat  pocket }  As  it  was,  I  was  nearly 
shot  for  carrying  a  dozen  rolls  of  bread ! " 

This  was  so  just  that  Jean  could  not  answer  it 

"  At  any  rate,  keep  to  the  daylight,"  he  persisted ; 
"  at  night  the  outlaws  might  not  even  know  who  you 
were.  And  to-night  you  will  permit  me  to  take  my 
rifle  and  escort  you  home." 

"Not  so,  good  Jean,"  said  the  Pastor;  "see,  I 
have  my  guard  all  ready ! " 

Then  rising,  he  clapped  his  hands  three  times  at 
the  open  door,  and  from  the  wood,  now  drowned  in 
the  deepest  shadow,  came  back  three  times  the  hoot  of 
an  owl. 

All  who  were  there,  except  the  man  thus  provided 
with  the  unseen  escort,  felt  a  thrill  of  superstitious 
terror  run  chill  down  their  backs.  Only  David  was 
calm  and  smiling. 

"  I  do  not  know  who  or  what  it  may  be  that  thus 
protects  me ;  but  this  I  know,  it  is  sent  of  the  Lord 
and  must  work  His  will.  Madame  Heller,  shall  we 
prepare  to  worship  God  f " 

The    goodwife    of    the  house    of   Les    Bassettes 
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laid  aside  her  domestic  duties,  washed  and  wiped 
her  hands,  with  the  care  of  one  who  is  about  to  take 
part  in  holy  things.  She  then  went  to  a  little  cup- 
board  m  the  wall,  shut  with  an  ancient  square  door  of 
caiven  oak.     Opening  it,  she  took  out  an  old  Genevan 

VK   i"  ?,^  .^'^"''^  language,  bound  in  calf-skin, 
with  the   black  coarse  outside  hair  worn  shiny  and 
thin.     This  she  placed  before  the  Pastor.    Jean  sat 
straight  in  his  chair,  his  militaiy  stiffness  softened  by 
a  sudden   tenderness.     His  wife  placed   herself   by 
his  side,  her  hands  folded  in  a  white  napkin  on  her 
knee,  as  was  her  wont  when  hearing  her  pastor  preach 
in  church.     For  the  first  time  the  little  schoolmistress 
lifted  her  eyes  to  those  of  David  Alix.    The  lamp 
which  Anna  Heller  had  lighted  shone  with  brightness 
on  his  pale,  clear^ut  features,  which  had  once  been 
ruddy  as  those  of  the  other  young  David.     His  hair 
fell  upon   his  brow,  and  he  tossed  it  back  with  a 
httle  motion  that  was  habitual  to  him. 

There  was  now  no  danger  that  Alice  should  encounter 
the  Pastor's  gaze-that  mild,  gentle,  brooding  gaze 
still  as  a  Sabbath  mom,  which  dwelt  on  the  face  of 
his  neighbour,  as  if  it  could  see  through  the  veil  of 
flesh  deep  into  the  soul.     Instinctively  of  late  years 
Alice  Brante  had  avoided  those  eyes  of  David  Alix. 
She    told  herself   that  she  was  not  worthy.     She 
seemed  to  herself  light  and  frivolous  in  the  face  of 
so  much    self-devotion.      The    memory    of  certain 
innocent  passages  with  this  young  fellow  and  that 
other— she  would  have  called  them  "  flirtations  "  if  the 
word  had  at  that  date  penetrated  to  the  Jura-how 
a  certain  Alexandre  Parny  of  Lausanne  had  carried 
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her  little  black  trunk  from  the  station  to  her  boarding- 
house  all  the  way  on  his  shoulder ;  how  Franz  Baumann 
of  Zurich  had  brought  her  a  packet  of  "edelweiss" 
after  an  excursion  in  the  great  Alps,  and  had  begged 
for  one  of  his  own  blossoms  back  again  as  a  souvenir 
-how  she  had  given   it  to  him.    And  then,  worst 
of  all,  there  was  the  young  English  tourist  who  had 
lost  his  way,  and  to  whom  she  had  ser^   d  tea  in  hei 
arbour  outside  instead  of  bringing  him  in  to  Madame 
Anna.     No,  of  a  surety,  she  was  not  worthy,  few. 
simple,  and  childishly  innocent  as  her  souvenirs  were 

Yet  as  she  looked  at  David  turning  over  with  love 
and  reverent  familiarity  the  pages  of  the  old  family 
Bible  which  had  survived  so  many  storms  of  per- 
secution  and  the  threatened  fires  of  so  many  edicts 
her  heart  warmed  Assuredly  it  was  good  to  watch 
such  a  man. 

"  Let  us  worship  God,"  said  David  Alix.  and  in  a 
low  thrilling  voice  he  began  to  .ead  out  the  psalm : 

"  Whoso  dwelleth  in  the  secret  of  the  Most  High 
Shall  abide  in  the  shadow  of  the  Almighty  • 
I  will  say  unto  the   Lord,  'O  mine  hope  and*  my  for- 
tress  ! ' 

He  is  my  God— in  Him  will  I  trust. 

"  Thou  Shalt  not  be  afraid  of  the  terror  by  night 
Nor  of  the  arrow  that  flieth  by  day, 
Nor  of  the  pestilence  that  walketh  in  the  darkness 
Nor  of  the  plague  that  destroyeth  at  noonday.    ' 

"  There  shall  none  evil  come  unto  thee, 

Neither  shall  any  plague  come  near  thy  tabernacle  : 
tor  He  shall  give  His  angels  charge  over  thee, 
To  keep  thee  in  all  thy  ways." 
Il8 
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The  psalm  wan  sung  to  a  well-known  Huguenot 
chant  as  old  as  CWment  Marot  Doubtless  That  which 
was  in  the  wood  heard  the  uplifted  voices,  and  il 
a  good  spirit,  it  stood  still  to  listen— perhaps  even 
drew  near  to  partake. 

After  that  a  chapter  was  read,  the  Fourteenth  of 
John,  dear  to  David  Alix  not  only  for  its  own  sake, 
but  because,  of  all  the  chapters  of  the  Bible,  it  was 
that  most  connected  with  Scotland— the  words  coming 
back  to  him  sanctified  by  the  memory  of  many  com- 
munion seasons,  of  some  Christian  deathbeds— because 
it  was  the  page  he  had  found  oftenest  open  by  the 
pillow  of  the  bedridden,  or  in  the  hand  of  the  afflicted 
and  the  bereaved. 

And  so  in  the  midst  of  the  great  surrounding  un- 
certainty he  read  the  chapter  now.  The  winds  off 
the  mountain  ruffled  the  leaves  of  the  ancient  quarto 
of  Geneva.  He  laid  his  hand  upon  the  top  edges  to 
hold  them  down.  Then  for  the  first  time  Alice  noted 
that  a  thin  stream  of  blood  was  trickling  down 
his  sleeve.  She  could  hardly  keep  herself  from 
instantly  rising  up  with  the  cry,  "  David,  David,  you 
are  hurt ! "  as  she  would  have  done  in  the  days  when 
he  was  a  brave  and  gentle  young  lad  coming  home 
from  college  and  she  a  little  trotting  girl,  wading 
knee-deep  among  the  daisies. 

But  just  then  the  words  of  final  command  came 
from  his  lips  as   he  closed  the  book,  and  kneeling, 
laid  his  clasped  hands   upon  the  rough,   untanned] 
calf-skin  leather. 
''  Let  us  pray!" 

And  he  prayed  that  the  souls  of  all  present  might 
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be  clean  and  clear,  washed  In  the  fountain  of  true 
holiness  which  is  Jesus  Christ     He  prayed  for  the 
w«.k  and  erring   for  those   led  sadly 'ast^y.  serving 
the  devil  when   they  ought  to  serve  their  country 
He  prayed  for  peace  and   the  coming  of  that  love 

He  pleaded  for  themselve»-for  strength  to  be  stn>ng 
and  long-suffering  and  gentle.  And  last  of  all  he 
prayed  that  their  sins  might  be  forgiven,  in  'the 
measure  and  according  to  the  spirit  in  which  they 
themselves  forgave  their  enemies. 

And  to  this  they  said  "  Amen  "  with  one  voice,  and 
so.  with  strange  exalted  hearts,  arose  from  their  knees. 

The  sacrifice  of  the  lips,  which  in  this  case  was 
also  the  sacrifice  of  the  heart,  was  ended. 
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soon   ^    ^.v,u   /^iix  and  his   host  appeared 

tain,  a  dark  figure  fled  silently  back  into  th, 
covert  of  the  forests  that  descend  ataost  to  ZJu 
of  Les  Bassettes.     Coming  out  of  .l,e  lighted  r^m 

?1T  T  ""'"  '^  "°"""S-  £«»  h^  they  ^„ 
cl<«e  by,  ,t  ,s  to  be  doubted  if  they  could  have  ^S" 
out  more  than  they  had  seen  from  the  doorstep  ^"^ 

terrifild  bv'^h""'    "^^  .*'    ""'=    -••""n.i^tres^, 
o  mtt  ^^^  T""^  "'  """*  0"'<'  had  made 

wierL  l'?1  "'""^  *^  f^S'  '-'hind  the 
fodder-mows  wh.ch  Jean  had  constructed  for  her  back 
to  her  own  chamber.    She  was  in  time  to  catS  Zh 

cover  as  was  possible  under  the  unceruin  light  of  a 
moonless  and  cloud-veiled  sky      Those    fil 
with  their  elastic  pupils,  had  not  blen  give„  heTt,' 
va.„^   Somehow  at  night  it  always  applareS  to  he 

oTsti«'iru,f " ::  °*"  ^^""^^'^ " 

clearly  the  dark  figure  standing  at  the  wall  of  the  little 
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onA^d,  the  head  leaning  forwarf,  and  what  looked 

l™  i!  "^^^  ''°'''  2'*"^  »•»"»  *e  head  and 
shoulders^  The  face  could  not  be  seen,  owing  to  tSe 
shadow  of  the  cowl,  and  also  because  the  man  held  a 
^u        .'  '^^  '^'^  ••"  •■«=•    B"'  Alice  B«nte 

^el  "^nd'  T\  '^'  f "'  "'  '«•"  "'""S  ">e  rifle 
banet  and  what  she  knew  to  be  a  cartrdge  bag 

belted  about  his  waist  ^    ^ 

He^HirT'  "'°'^'  ""^  **  '''^'°"  ■'"d  disappeared. 
Hedid  not  run  or  walk  or  use  any  ordinary^od 

and"::::^':";  "'.fr'^  ""^^''^  ^^-t-X 

and  completely  as  .f  he  had  sunk  into  the  ground 
Then  after  a  pause,  from  the  depths  of  the  wood 
there  came  first  three  clear  calls  of  the  owl,  and 
a^.n,as  .f  the  bird  had  flown  farther.  th>«  more  f^ni 
and  more  distant 

David  Alix  clapped  his  hands  to  signify  his  departure 

and  strode  away  across  the  rough,   torrent-seamed 

Ahce  felt  her  heart  beat  strongly.  She  saw  his  figure 
disappear,  staff  in  hand,  the  shoulders  a  little  bent  as 
was  his  custom  when  walking  fast  And  her  prayers 
pursued  the  best  man  in  the  world,  as.  not  without 
reason,  the  Pastor  of  the  Doubs  Valley  appeared  to  h" 
Then  with  a  faint  cry  she  held  her  breath.  For  lo ! 
m  the  opaline  m--  ^hich  even  in  the  darkness  brooded 

the  glade,  with  head  far  forward,  long  locks  that  fell  on 
the  cowl  which  had  now  been  pushed  back  upon  the 
shouWers  in  order  to  hear  better,  gun  in  hand,  silent 
and  deadly  m  pursuit  as  one  of  those  Indians  on  the 
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trail  in  those  predous  volumes  of  Fenimore  Coooer 
»""<*  *<=  l»d  read  on  the  sly  .t  eollege.  ^ 

Alice,  the  little  schoolmistress,  could  hardly  keep 
herself  from  ciying  out  after  the  Pastor  to  wL  M^ 
.*:,"•«/" '■°"-«l-  But  she  rememb^^X  h" 
had  sa,d.  ho»  he  himself  had  summoned  th^^rd 

protection.  She  was  a  reader  of  the  Bible,  this  UtUe 
h.11  g,rl.  and  her  faith  w«  strong  and.  iap^,'  for 
herself,  noways  critical.  Yet  she  could  n^  hi 
A.nk.ng  of  how  the  Evil  One.  taking  the  ap^raS 
of  a  protector,  may  deceive  the  veiy  elect  '^'*"*"" 
When  no  more  was  to  be  s    -,.  she  threw  herself 

WHO  naa  once   been  to  her  ac  a  k^»4-u 

»u     ij       f     .      '^^"  «•"  ncr  as  a  Drothei,  on  who<^ 

^^tZf^^'f  "^  '•°'*"e  °"  '°  "»  W  hair  as  fe 
gambolled  w,th  her  in  the  meadows  of  Le  Lchle 

A  knock  came  to  the  door,  and  before  she  had 

"Child  ch'T/k'""'^  ^"™  "^^  »  -*  ^^ 

the  datkni'.  C'Sr  '""^  "'"  "^  ^"^'f  ^" 
us  <3„  N  ,  ^  ''  ''  >^"'  2°  ^'^ay  without  biddinir 
us  good-n,ght?  Jean  is  quite  desolated-tut-tut- 
corae  back  at  once  I " 

And  she  raised  Alice  from  her  knees,  without 
ceremony,  yet  with  more  genUeness  than^ghT  We 
been  expected  from  one  who  could  so  well  ha3! 
the  long-rafted  ladle  upon  her  husbands  ::^,Set 

Ihe    little    schoolmistress   went    obediently    with 
Madame  Anna.    She  knew  the  love  which  these  Tl„ 
loving,  childless  ones  had  for  her.    sie  wr^a 
manner  their  child,  and  as  such  they  watch^  L 
her.     So  clo«  a  surveillance  less  tenderly  exea:isel 
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upon  a  nature  less  simple  and  tnie  than  that  of  the 
httle  schoolmistress,  would  have   ended   by  growlnc 
irksome.    But  Alice  had  nothing  to  hide.      At  least 
up  to  this  moment,  she  had  not  kept  back  anything 
from  Anna  Heller.     Yet  now  she  guarded  herself  care- 
fully from  revealing  what  she  had  seen  crossing  the 
glade  that  led  down  to  the  white  lily-fields  on  the 
edge  of  the  Bay  of  Pargots.     Why  she  did  this,  Alice 
could   not  have  told.     It   seemed  to  her  somehow 
David's  secret,  and  now  that  it  was  hers  also,  she  would 
keep  it  as  between  David  and  herself     Had  he  not 
gone  to  the  door  and  clapped  his  hands?    Had  he 
not  been  answered.?      She    remembered    now    the 
smiling  confident  look  of  triumph  on  his  face  as  he 
turned  to  Jean.    Yes,  she  would  keep  it  secret— the 
thing  that  she  had  seen.     David  would  tell  her  of  his 
own  free  will  one  day,  and  till  then,  she  would  put  her 
faith  where  he  had  taught  her  to  put  it,  in  the  Most 
High.     The  psalm,  too,  that  they  had   often  sung 
together  came  back  to  her  comfortingly. 

•*  He  shall  give  His  angels  charge  over  thee 
To  keep  thee  in  all  thy  ways." 

Nor  did  this  well-instructed  little  daughter  of  Geneva 
fail  to  remember  and  weigh  who  it  was,  that  on  a 
certain  occasion  in  the  wilderness  of  tempting,  had 
quoted  this  veiy  text  But  Alice  had  a  faith  in 
David,  her  dear  foster-brother,  so  strong  that  she  did 
not  think  he  could  have  fallen  into  any  snare  of  the 
devil.  It  was  God  who  watched  over  him— why  then 
should  she  be  afraid  ? 
She  said  a  good-night  to  Jean  and  Anna  with  her 
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usual  pave,  sw«t  self-possession,  but  with  eyes  un 
w^t  !h.  ^-  l^d-chainber,  Jean  testing  as  l,e 

at  her  bedhead  with  a  bell  in  their  own  ™om  He 
had  .ns,sted  on  putting  this  up,  as  soon  as  the  pla  Jue 
of  marauders  began  to  show  itself  along  T  S 
crossing  into  Switzerland  from  the  mountain  de^rt' 
ments  of  the  Middle  East  ^ 

Alice  lay  long  awake  that  night  She  rose  and 
^.pped  now  and  then  to  the  window  t^listen 
Once  a  dog  l«rked  loudly,  away  in  the  dir^Ton 
of  Chaumont     0„ce^  through  the  far-heard  sou^g 

t  *H  ,    f  °.  *'  °°"""'  *=  >'«'«'  »"»t  seemed  to 
be  a  d  stant  shot    Then,  sitting  on  her  bedsid"^* 

toe  for  her  school  to  open.  Hurriedly  d^^ng  h« 
«lf  she  ran  to  demand  from  Anna  a  draugh  ff  tte 
mommg  milk.  She  found  that  eood  «.n™„  i, 
with  her  bread-making,  the  b^jTr^TT  '^ 
and  all  m  readines.'A„„i^:f3hS"tV Vto"  ht 
h^Lra„d?"'T  °'r*'  ■•"<'«-«°"-  ^^P'ng 

who'ruirX"*ti.::^'''Gr  *  ^^  «>•■'<'  -p- 

so  disgraceful  a^asUon.^"^      ""'  """"""^  '""^  '" 

blo'!^Hr,"T""''*'*''  ""^  •"°''«'  f""  of  bread  and 
blonde  Jura  honey,  that  for  some  reason  she  had  b^ 
long  m  getting  to  sleep  the  night  before. 
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"You  fell  asleep  at  your  prayexs  again,  I  wager," 
cried  the  indignant  housewife;  "better  that  you 
should  say  them  in  bed  than  that  thus  you  should 
risk  your  death  of  cold  I  And  as  likely  as  not  you 
had  your  window  open.  Ah,  do  not  deny  it— I  heard 
it  click." 

And  Alice  did  not  deny  it  For  indeed,  there 
remained  little  time,  and  her  appetite  was  brisk  and 
healthy  as  that  of  a  child.  The  fears  of  the  night 
had  passed.  The  sunlight,  flooding  all  the  valley  and 
painting  the  dassins  of  the  deepest  indigo  down 
at  the  bottom  of  the  steep  slopes,  dispelled  h<^r  fears 
in  spite  of  herself  God  certainly  reigned  in  the  day- 
time. David  had  got  safe  home,  and  the  heart  of 
the  little  schoolmistress  was  glad  within  her. 
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of  the  chief  lay  elseX.^  th,n  '?''  *"  P** 

ihe  Great  Ba^i^  MdTheL^r       "^  *'  """"^  "^ 

scattered,  therefore,  and  either  toolt  to  brigandaJe  ™ 
4e.r  o».  account,  or  set  o<r  to  join  othe^ird  ^teT 
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most  likely  only  the  blackened  walls  of  his  house  and 
smithy  would  remain. 

These  thoughts  made  him  nearly  mad  Sometimes 
he  would  sit  under  a  tree  with  his  head  between  his 
hands  for  hours,  almost  for  days.  He  lurked  and  stole. 
Once  or  twice  he  crossed  the  frontier,  where  plunder 
was  more  plentiful.  Mostly  he  kept  well  away  from 
Villars  Chaumont,  which  since  the  abortive  attack  had 
been  well  guarded,  and  also  from  the  farm  of  Bassettes 
—where  Jean  Heller  was  known  to  be  exceedingly 
handy  with  his  rifle,  and  not  wont  to  stand  upon  the 
least  ceremony  as  to  using  it 

Breslin  had  imbibed  from  his  late  chief  a  deep  and 
sullen  hatred  of  the  whole  family  who  dwelt  in  Villars 
Chaumont  He  knew  in  a  vague  way  that  Ludovic 
was  the  rightful  heir,  and  also,  that  if  those  who  at 
present  enjoyed  his  heritage  were  removed,  his  chief 
would  use  the  mone)-  which  came  to  him  for  the 
purpose  of  creating  a  new  order  of  things— indeed,  a 
new  world 

Breslin  could  not   imagine  what  this  new  world 
could  possibly  be.     His  imagination  was  limited  to 
unmeasured  absinthe,  full  meals,  and  nothing  to  do. 
But  he  trusted  his  chief     Madame  of  Villars  Chau- 
mont, the  chdtelaine,  as  head  of  the  house,  certainly 
drew  most  of  his  anger.     Had  he  not  seen  her  with- 
stand and,  indeed,  defeat  his  idol  ?    Next  on  his  black 
list  came  David  Alix— not  so  much  for  his  own  sake 
as  because  he  was  so  well  beloved  that  his  very  name 
was  a  shelter  and  a  buckler  to  all  who  dwelt  under  the 
same  roof.    The  real  obstacle  to  these  notable  schemes, 
No^lie  Villars,  the  huge  lurking  plotter  thought  nothing 
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of  at  all.    She  might  well  share  the  fate  of  the  others 

a  Z  V""t  "IT'"'-    ""'  ^"y  -''•  he  would  ,„  to 

should  find  an  empty  house,  and  all  the  tribe  of  his 
enemies  dead  and  buried. 
Then  he  would  thank  his  faithful  follower    and 

ZZ,r  "'""^.""^  "■■■"  '"'°  *e  new  oMer  o' 
thngs  he  was  going  to  create.     So  Breslin  set  him 

IZblL  tf '"  '"'  '-'^'^  whSlT'nat  « 
was  capable,  to  carry  out  so  amiable  a  design     True 

tT  r'^  *  '•"»"""*'*  ""'^"-  *»  huXhulktag 
sm,th  ;  but^  nevertheless,  because  of  his  fideUr  hf 
made  the  best  of  all  tools.     He  was  wirur;on! 

hror;er  'n:'.h  ^  r"  "^ ""  '«^  ^^  *"»«'- 

tlbW  him     H  ?  I"  ""'  '"'«'"'"  "°^  genemsity 
h?rJ^    \.  ^  ''*'^  *  '^""°'«  'nstinrt.  and  a  sure 

hand  and  eye.    For  days  he  had  watch^J  the  ou^ 

V?Z  "r  rr^'  *'»'"  *«  house  of  ChC 
VJIars.  Couched  on  the  aest  of  the  •■  Chaumont" 
fiom  wh.chU,e  house  took  its  name,  he  sp^dT^„ 
the  shepherds  who  led  their  flocks  afield  and  the  r" 
who  worked    n  the  fields     H-  i.  t       , 

was   at    h^   1  '"'^  "hen  Madame 

was  at  her  cheese-presses,  when  Noilie  and  the 
German  chaplain  appeared  at  the  window  in  fte  ^t 
wmg.     He  could  see  the  plaid  she  put  Lnd^ 

^nhrfa^'°"  """^""^  *'  ^-"  Lr  Z  h^ 
been  her  father's  out  upon  the  balcony 

Often  he  was  tempted  to  tO'  a  shot  at  the  group- 
tos^y  either  would  be  to  earn  the  gratitude^f"^ 
^ef,  whose  approbation  he  coveted  above  gold  or 

^  risk      ^r  TT  "V"  '  """•  ""'  W 
"e  mk.      For  he  knew  that  there  were  refugee. 
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within  who,  whatever  their  past  offences  against  the 
Government  of  France,  were  wholly  faithful  to  their 
benefactor,  that  is,  to  Madame  David  the  Elder  and 
her  household. 

But  there  was  one  with  whom  it  would  be  easy  to 
begin.     The  death  of  David  Mix  presented  no  diffi- 
culties.    He  went  everywhere  unarmed  ;  he  started 
out  early  and  returned  late  ;  he  knew  and  used  all 
the  breakneck  short  cuts  and  perilous  bypaths.      It 
might  not  be  the  best,  but  it  would  be  at  least  a 
beginning.     The  huge  smith  was  a  good  shot,  and 
there  were   places  where   it   would    be  almost   im- 
possible  to  miss.     Breslin  tried  one  or  two  of  these 
with  his  carbine,  and  made  sure  that  the  Pastor  was 
in  the  habit  of  passing  spots  daily  where  the  narrow- 
ness of  the  path  would  compel  him  to  keep  so  near  to 
the  wood  that  the  muzzle  of  Breslin's  gun   might 
almost  touch  his  back. 

So  it  came  about  that,  after  watching  David  Alix 
safe  into  the  house  of  Les  Bassettes,  above  the  Bay  of 
Pargots,  Breslin  betook  himself  to  a  place  which  he 
had   previously  chosen   and  tested.     It  was  at  the 
bottom  of  a  small  torrent  bed   now  quite  dry,  but 
plentifully  overgrown   with  underbrush,  and   encum- 
bered with  stones  and  boulders.     On  the  side  of  the 
Bassettes    the    path    descended    steeply  in    zigzags, 
narrow  and  p/ecipitous.     At  the  bottom,  on  the  left, 
was  a  commodious  and   safe  shelter  where  Breslin 
could  hide.     Even  in  the  daytime  it  would  be  diffi- 
cult to  spy  him  out.     Then  as  soon  as  David  began 
to  remount  the  opposite  side  of  the  ravine,  his  enemy 
would  have  him  clear  against  the  sky-line.    There  was 
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even  a  rock  on  which  to  lean  his  rifle  while  telcing 
aim.  No  merest  bungler  could  miss.  And  last  of 
all,  to  make  eveiything  secure,  there  was  a  clear  path 
down  the  ravine  by  which  to  escape  to  the  lake  shore 
where  the  watermen  had  always  plenty  of  boats  ready! 
Breslm  would  leap  into  one  of  these.  In  a  few  minutes 
he  would  be  across  the  lake,  and  secure  from  all  pursuit 
m  his  own  fastnesses. 

As  he  lay  there,  waiting  like  a  wild  beast  for  his 
victim,  not  a  single  thought  of  any  wrongdoing,  no 
shanie   no  sorrow,  no  regret  for  the  poc-  people  of 
a  whole  countryside  deprived  of  their  best  friend 
touched  that  cold  and  sullen  heart     Partly  this  wa^ 
mere  brutishness  and  stupidity,   but  chiefly  it  was 
merely  diat  Breslin  had  met  his  master.    He  would 
kill  the  enemies  of  Ludovic  ViUars  in  his  absence 
because  that  would  please  him  on  his  return.     Breslin 
desired  for  himself  only  such  contemptuous  recognition 
as  Ludovic  might  have  given  to  a  dog  with  whose 
hunting  he  was  well  plear^d. 

As  he  lay  and  waited.  Breslin  thought  of  few  things. 
His  mind  was  not  at  all  upon  his  victim.  That  was 
arranged  and  done  for.  He  knew  that  for  an  hour 
or  more  David  Ahx  would  prolong  his  visit  to  the 

h?F^^"f  f.        ^""""""T     ""  ^^'  ^«  '^"^^'  '"  the 
habit  of  taking  supper  there  once  a  week.     So.  having 

Ume  to  spare,  he  cast  about  in  his  mind  for  occupation 
He  dared  not  smoke,  but  he  crumbled  some  tobacco 
t"me       ""         ^""^  *"'  managed  to  while  away  the 

Down  the  deep  nick  of  the  gorge  he  could  catch  a 
glimpse  of  the  lake.      It  shone  with  a  curious  self 
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luminosity,  and  the  semicircle  of  opal  light,  cut  by  the 
dark  line  of  the  opposite  shore,  was  like  a  great, 
heavily-lidded  eye  watching  a  murderer. 

But  Breslin  did  not  think  of  a  God,  omniscient, 
omnipotent,  etema!.  to  whom  belong  vengeance  and 
repayment  He  only  thought  how  wonderfully  like 
the  colour  of  absinthe  the  water  down  there  was,  and 
nimmated  whether  old  Louis,  in  the  cadaref  on  the 
French  side,  would  open  his  door  and  give  him  some 
when  he  had  finished  his  night's  work. 

Breslin  did  not  weary  in  his  lair.  He  had  no 
nerves.  He  had  never  heard  that  such  things  existed. 
He  had  no  'ear,  for  he  had  no  imagination.  He  had 
come  out  to  kill,  and  he  was  going  to  kill^not  by  any 
means  for  the  first  time.  And  he  lay  so  quietly  that 
he  almost  dozed  at  times.  Yet,  like  a  tr«tned  watch 
dog,  he  kept  his  ear  set  for  the  first  sourd  o'  David's 
approaching  footstepi,  and  the  sharp  rasp  of  his  steel- 
shod  staff  upon  the  rocks  of  the  irregular  fjatliway. 

He  heard  with  internal  scorn  the  sounds  of  singing 
in  the  house  where  he  knew  his  victim  to  be. 

"Aye,  sing,"  he  muttered,  "it  is  your  last  psalm! 
Call  on  God— what  can  your  Protestant  God  do  for 
you  now  ? " 

It  was,  had  he  known  it,  a  dangerous  challenge. 
But  Breshn  had  heard  Ludovic  talk,  and  he  had  been 
able  to  grasp  the  idea  that  there  was  now  no  God 
to  punish— no  fear  in  all  that  pastors  and  priests 
preached— only  old  wives'  lables,  which  not  even  those 
who  uttered  them  believed  in.  No  thunderbolt  would 
leap  any  more  from  the  cloud,  no  fiery  dart  would 
cut  off  the  evil-doer,  no  angel  descend   to  interfere 
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with  Breslin's  carbine,  or  wiUi  unseen  hand  turn  away 
the  bullet  from  the  heart  of  God's  servant 

Ludovic  Villars  had  said  so.     He  knew  everything  • 
he  was  a  Monsieur-a  learned  man-more  learned 
than  this  Genevan  mouther  of  prayers,  who  had  all 
the  old  wives  after  the  tails  of  his  coats.     "  Curse  the 
black  crows  I "  thought  Breslin.     He  had  always  hated 
them   from  the  time  they  had  made  him  learn  the 
catechism  at  his  first  communion,  an  ■  when  he  would 
not  took  him  to  his  father.     Breslin  moved  uneasily 
as  he  remembered  how  his  father  in  the  smithy  had 
belted  him  till  he  should  make  up  his  mind  to  acquire 
Christian  knowledge. 

But  hark  I   there  were  voices  over  yonder  by  the 
Bassettes^     What  if  that  long,  lean,  dangerous  Jean 
He  Her  should  take  it  into  his  head  to  accompany  his 
pastor  ?    It  was  not  likely,  for  David  Mix  was  accus- 
tomed  to  go  home  without  escort  at  all  hours.     But 
still  the  voices  towards  Les  Bassettes  seemed  strangely 
clear     An  owl  hooted,  and  under  his  breath  Breslin 
cursed  the  bird.     It  was  to  him  a  token  of  ill-luck 
m  his  enterprise.    But  suddenly  it  crossed  his  mind 
that  the  owl  was  much  nearer  to  Les  Bassettes  than 
to  his  hiding-pIace.    The  death  warning  must  therefore 
be,  as  was  just,  for  David  Alix. 

Again  the  owl  hooted  three  times.     Ah.  there  he 
was!     He  could  see  David  high  above  him.  coming 

still  on  the  highest  point,  and  leaning  on  his  staff, 
looked  about  him.  The  veil  of  mist  had  passed  away 
with  a  bnsk  and  chillish  wind  from  the  north,  and  now 
the  sky  was  a  rich  indigo  black,  sown  rich  wiUi  stars. 
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"Aye  look—look,"  muttered  the  hidden  Breslln, 
looking  up  also-"  look  well  I  You  will  see  it  no 
more — no  more  I " 

And  he  chuckled  as  he  lay  and  watched,  his 
cheek  against  the  stock  of  his  carbine,  intent  upon 
his  prey. 

David  stood  long  on  the  summit     He  could  see 
up  and  down  the  lake.    It  was  dark,  ceruinly,  but 
clear.    Here  and  there  were  points  of  sparkles  of  light 
He  knew  what  each  of  these  signified,  and  his  mind 
was  already  busy  with  his  next  day's  work.    He  would 
cany  bread  to  Madame  Jules.    To  poor  Drujon,  the 
lame  postman,  who  had  had  the  bullet  extracted  out 
of  his  heel  to-day,  he  would  take  bandages,  ointment, 
and  cordials.    Then  there  would  be  a  little  meeting 
at  the  hamlet  of  Sons,  above  Le  Lac,  and  to  finish 
the  day  he  would  make  at  the  south  end  a  house-to- 
house  census  of  those  who  were  in  any  want— Pro- 
testants and  Roman  Catholics  alike.     He  reproached 
himself  with  being  rather  out  of  touch  with  that  district 
He  had  not  been  there  for  at  least  a  week. 

Then,  having  made  up  his  mind,  he  swung  his 
staff  and  commenced  to  descend.  He  whistled  as  he 
went,  for  in  such  circumstances  all  his  boyishness 
returned— up  there  on  the  hills  where  no  man  was. 
And  in  any  case,  when  they  have  been  doing  His 
work,  God  makes  his  folk  joyous. 

He  came  to  the  foot  of  the  ravine.  It  seemed  to 
him  that  he  heard  a  noise  near  at  hand— as  it  were  a 
feeling  of  human  neighbourhood  A  stone  which 
assuredly  he  had  not  started  went  leaping  down  the 
mountain,  sounding  and  clattering. 
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"A  goat  icared  out  of  the  path,"  thought  David, 
"doubtless  lying  down  when  it  heard  me  come." 
Whereupon  he  began  to  think  about  home— of 
No<flie,  of  Hermann  Falk,  of  his  mother.  He  set 
his  foot  upon  the  ascent 

Behind  him  Breslin  had  his  gun  pointed.     Nr     fi„- 
was  glancing  along  the  barrel,  and  waiting  only  ♦  . ! 
the  brilliant  pin  above  the  muzzle  was  in  ex  i' '  line 
with  the  middle  of  David's  back  as  he  clirr.i  <  u  iLa 
against  the  sky. 

Breslin's  heart  exulted  He  rejoiced  be'  rchru.  j  \r, 
the  fall  of  his  enemy.  There!  He  bad  him.  fi.\ 
cheek  nestled  a  little  closer  in  to  the  stock,  hi:,  rin^^cr 
crooked  on  the  trigger.  With  a  little  shiver  his  i;.ii^ 
body  settled  itself  into  absolute  immobility. 

The  time  had  come. 

But  behind  him,  out  of  the  ravine  down  which  he 

had  meant  to  escape,  a  tall  figure  had  risen,  suddenly 

insurgent  above  him.     The  stone  which  David  heard 

had  not  yet  finished  clattering.     Instinctively  uneasy, 

Breslin  turned  his  head  for  just  the  fraction  of  a  second! 

He  saw  something  dark  shadowing  above  him  like  a 

huge  bird  ;  his  eye  caught  the  glint  of  a  descending 

knife.     One  sudden,  shaqjly  stifled  cry,  and  his  gun 

escaping  from   his  hand,  slid   down   the  gorge  and 

exploded  at  the   first  striking  of  the  rocks.    With 

astonishing  quickness  the  body  of  Breslin  was  tumbled 

after  it,  and  when  David,  who  turned  instantly  upon 

hearing  the  cry  and  the  shot,  reached  the  spot,  he 

found  nothing.     All  about  him  was  silence  and  the 

sough  of  mountain  winds. 

Only  from  high  above  came  softly  down  the  cry 
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which  He  .«ch«  to  ^«  hSL  ""*  °'  ™" 
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CHAPTER   XVir. 
CROSS-EXAMINATION 

n  AVID  arrived  safely  at  Villars  Chaumont,  without 
U  having  the  least  idea  of  the  peril  he  had  escaped, 
or  of  the  delivery  which  the  unseen  hand  of  the 
Guardian  had  wrought  for  him.  Doubtless  it  was 
some  skirmish  among  the  lawless  bands  which  were 
continually  passing  to  and  fro  across  the  frontier. 
Decent  lads  some  of  them  had  been  in  time  past 
That  they  might  be  so  again,  David  hoped  and  in 
his  mind  believed. 

As  he  had  continued  his  way  tranquilly  over  the 
fells,  his   mind  turned  upon   his  future  work.      He 
would  Uke  hold  of  the  youth  in  the  hour  of  their 
anguish.     They  should  be  taught  to  serve  another 
Master,  even  his  ov  n.     He  knew  that  women  are 
most  easily  moved  and  drawn  in  the  hour  of  bereave- 
ment    He  judged  that,  by  analogy,  men  would  have 
their  hearts  most  open  during  the  first  mourning  for 
their  country  laid  desolate.     As  he  approached  Villars 
Chaumont  he  sketched  out  an  entir*  campaign.    Ah 
if  only  Hermann  Falk  could  stend  side  by  side  with 
him  in  the  work.     Hut  he  recognised  that  on  every 
ground  this  was  impossible.     He  well  knew  that  for 
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Though  her  tongue  had  grown  rusty  by  disuse  ,1,. 
understood  the  language  and  had  even  ^gun  "'  fse 
■t  again,  especially  since  some  of  the  exTes  frZ 

t^.^^  '°  5""  *"'^  «■*>'  '"">  Swi  zetra  d     Bu" 

ta  tie  P  t  P™'^''"'''  ""''"  No<!lie's  guidance 
FW*!  L  '*;^'"'^"-  '"'•'"^^  Madame  Cm  Te 
Elder  seemed  to  have  laid  aside  her  hatred  of  wfrlce 
m  favour  of  the  man.  He  was  David's  friend  H 
«nse  and  conduct  were  admirable,  and  wht  I" 
managed  to  understand  them,  she  approved  w!/ 
as  just  reasonable,  and  practical     Sh.  ^'^ 

her  son.     She  loved  the  wMe  reL  J  f  P™"'  °' 

faithfulness  he  had  Z,  »  yoZ'^t  r^TV" 
she  approved  the  man  of  the  worid  thl  ri,  "'^ 
Imperial  Majesty,  the  preacher  :";*  and  o^'"  °' 
against  him  whose  watchwords  Jronlyt:;^ 
forgiveness,  redemption.  She  counted  he  soTS 
more  lovable,  but  pitied  him  as  the  weaker  maT 
Nevertheless,  the  heart  of  a  mother  bT  within 
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hcf  breast.    She  welcomed  her  son  with  affectK>nate 
scolding,  as  was  her  wont  on  such  occasions. 

Where  had  he  been  ?  What  did  he  mean  by  being 
so  l^e  ?  Did  he  not  know  that  all  the  roads  were 
unsafe  ?  Who  knew  but  that  rascal  who  had  threatened 
her  in  her  own  house  might  waylay  him  ? 

To  this  volley  of  questioning  David,  after  em- 
bracing his  mother  and  reaching  a  hand  to  Hermann 
Falk,  answered  that  he  had  only  come  across  the  hill 
fron.  Les  Bassettes,  where  he  had  taken  supper  and 
held  a  short  family  "  cult." 

At  the  name  of  Les  Bassettes,  a  frown  descended 
portentous  upon  the  still  handsome  features  of 
Madame.  That  little  minx  of  a  schoolmistress 
dwelt  all  too  near,  and  she  was  a  mother  who  had 
done  much  for  her  son,  and  was  therefore  desirous 
to  keep  him  long  to  herself  In  her  heart  Madame 
David  the  Elder  was  jealous  of  all  women,  because 
of  that  tall  pale  son  who,  as  it  seemed  to  her,  gained 
all  too  easily  their  goodwill.  All  that  she  had  to 
comfort  her  was  that,  up  to  the  present,  David  had 
seemed  singula iy  unimpressionable  in  the  matter  of 
the  love  of  woman. 

For  this,  indeed,  his  mother  rather  despised  him, 
even  though  gladly  enough  profiting  by  his  insensi- 
bility. But  she  said  to  herself,  drawing  upon  her 
stock  of  shrewd  experience,  that  it  is  just  such  men 
who,  when  they  do  fall  in  love,  are  the  most  apt  to 
take  the  bit  between  their  teeth.  She  did  her  best 
therefore  to  shelter  David  from  all  designing  or  merely 
attractive  persons  of  her  sex. 

But  Madame  David  was  a  woman  of  strict  integrity, 
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not  honourably  gain  her  living.  "  '^  *" 

ul^ertnt  wt^Thirea  .fu.Xr  o?^;!;- 

Chaumont,  and  remain  strictlv  in  i,  " 

to    her  son's    evening  "cult"  of    *»,      r  " 

Bassettes.  ^         ^     *'    '^^^   ^^"^  of  Les 

But  Madame   David  was  a   «,««,»     r 

Only  one  other."  said  David  innocently   "at  the 
foot  of  the  i  Ike  near  Le  Saute     NearlvT  J' 

h^ZSl-'---^^^p«X"C 

4^^"shrc:i"^'r.iS":;s^' 

;^a:rhri^;^t.itnid\H^^ 

Md,  together  .ith  those  belongi^ t^her"  ^.^Z 
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her  workbag  was  kept  like  a  surgeon's  box  of  instru- 
ments. 

"God  made  the  world,"  she  said,  "and  at  first  it 
was  very  good.  But  even  He  has  been  mending  and 
patching  at  it  ever  since.  Mending  is  holy  work,  and 
shall  not  one  poor  old  woman  do  the  like  in  a  house 
full  of  helpless,  handless  men ! " 

But  now  she  sat  silent  a  little  while  David  and 
Hermann  conversed  together  in  English.  Then  during 
a  pause,  she  added,  as  if  casually,  her  suggestion. 

"  Since  the  country  is  so  unsettled,  would  it  not  be 
better  to  take  a  few  necessities,  and  for  the  present 
make  your  headquarters  at  Morteau  or  Lochle  >  There 
you  would  be  more  in  the  midst  of  your  people  ? " 
David  looked  up,  much  surprised  at  the  proposition. 
"  Why,  mother,"  he  cried,  "what  is  the  matter ?    I 
have  excellent  legs,  as  you  know,  and  it  is  only  a 
month  or  two  since  you  made  me  leave  Mouthe  and 
come  across  the  valley  to  be  near  you.    You  made  me 
promise  that  I  should  always  be  over  the  water  before 
simset.   And  I  have  kept  my  word.    To-night  I  halted 
a  little  to  sup  and  take  evening  worship,  as  you  know 
is  my  custom  after  returning  that  way  across  the  lake, 
with  the  good  Hellers  at  Les  Bassettes." 
Madame  David  the  Elder  bit  a  thread  sharply. 
"I  thought  you  had  been  at  the   Saute  to-day  I" 
she  said,  without  looking  up. 

Now  it  must  be  remembered  that  the  Saute  is  at 
the  farther  end  of  the  lake,  where  after  passing  the 
lakes,  the  stream  of  the  Doubs  leaps  into  a  chasm 
ninety  feet  deep.  Consequently  the  place  lies  at  the 
opposite  end  from  the  Bay  of  Pargets  and  the  farm  of 
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^u    ';;"\°^*„P^'-«>"  visiting  Greenwich,  who 
^o^  by  Chelsea  Bridge  in  order  to  reach  Trafalgar 

But  David  was  far  too  conscience-free  in  the  matter 
oft^TeH''"       "«^-P«^»>y--PlesUteme„t 

ru^^^  ^Ifu^*'^    ^'"'^'^  ™  »>""«d  to-day  at 
Cha.naxon.;'  he  said     "They  drove  me  the«  from 

n^.,  !!!     u     ^.  ^*"",^*^^o"-     He  had  never  got 
over    the    bum.ng   of  his    little   restaurant  on  L 

This  wanton  mischief  had  been  the  work  of  the 

nothmg  to  eat  or  drin ':.  For  before  the  time  of  the 
Germans  the  old  man  had  carefully  carried  away  all 
the  contents  of  his  c.  ar.  hiding  casks  and  bottles 
among  the  rocks  and  brushwood  The  gang  had 
token  revenge  for  their  r'  appointment  by  destroying 
his  house  and  pretty  gard  where,  at  the  "  Bellevuc 
du  Lac,  the  people  of  the  lakeside  villages  had  been 
wont  to  come  up  and  recreate  themselves  in  the  lone 
summer  evenings,  ® 

Madame  David  the  Elder  did  not  pursue  the  subject 
farther  at  the  time.     She  put  away  her  implements, 
wrapped  up  the  shirt  on  which  she  had  been  at  work 
and  with  a  short  good-night,  took  her  leave 

The  Military  Chaplain,  who  meanwhile  had  been 

ying  watching  the  scene  with   inward   amusement, 

hstened    till    he    heard    the    key  turn    in   the  doo; 

which  shut  off  the  east  wing  from  the  rest  of  the 

chateau. 
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••  Well,  David,"  he  said,  "who  is  the  pretty  girl  ?" 
••  Pretty  girl,"  repeated  David,  astonished ;  "  I  quite 
fail  to  take  your  meaning." 

"  Nonsense,  my  David,"  cried  his  friend,  "you  forget 
that  I  am  not  so  innocent  as  you,  and  that  the  on- 
looker sees  for  two.  Also,  and  chiefly.  I  too  have 
a  mother.  And  I  know  very  well  when  the  dear  old 
lady  IS  poking  about  with  her  unruly  evil,  to  find  a 
jomt  in  my  harness.  So  I  say,  who  is  the  pretty  giri 
you  have  been  seeing  too  often,  and  of  whom  your 
mother  does  not  entirely  share  your  good  opinion  ?" 

"I  do  not  know,"  said  David  frankly.  "I  did  not 
notice  that  mother  was  at  all  different.  I  told  her 
the  whole  truth.  I  was  at  the  Saute,  from  which  I 
rode  back  with  Felix  Fabre  in  his  cart  to  the  funeral 
at  Chaillaxon.  Then  I  crossed  the  lake  before  sun- 
down,  as  I  had  promised,  and  so  home." 

"  Nothing  happened  on  the  way  ? "  queried  Hermann 
"Only  the  guardian   angel,  as  usual,"  said  David 
cheerfully  smiling  at  the  remembrance;  "he  is  taming 
He  hoots  now  whenever  I  clap  my  hands." 

"  I  should  beware  of  that  guardian  angel,"  said 
Hermann  thoughtfully.  "  I'll  warrant  he  has  a  pistol 
concealed  about  his  tail  feathers,  or  a  long  daeeer 
handy  under  his  wing  ! " 

"  To  tell  the  truth,"  said  the  Pastor  lightly.  "  I  do 
think  I  heard  him  take  a  shot  at  a  goat  which  I 
scared  out  of  the  Logemont  ravine  on  my  way  from 
the  Hellers.  I  went  back,  but  could  make  out 
nothing.  I  fancy  he  missed  his  shot.  Poor  guardian 
angel,  I  must  carry  him  a  basketful  and  leave  it  on 
the  rock  to-morrow  morning.     I  should  not  forgive 
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in>^lf  if  his  care  of  my  safety  caused    him  to  go 
without  a  meal."  '^ 

"  You  are  strangely  tender,"  said  Hermann.    «  Now 

T    K     ,1  K        V  ^"  ^°  °^  ^"  *"  ""^^rtain  country. 
I  should  have  listened  if  the  bullet  did  not  chance 
to  whistle  near  my  own  ears.     And  as  for  going  back 
I  should  have  taken  my  heels  as  high  as  my  neck 
and  scudded  for  it."  /     ^k 

So  that  night  the  name  of  Alice,  the  little  school- 
mistress  of  Les  Bassettes,  was  not  once  named  among 
the  people  at  Villars  Chaumont 

Early  next  morning  David  took  some  food  in  a 
b^ket  to  the  Gorge  of  Logemont.  He  was  rather 
astonished  to  find  that  a  considerable  part  of  the 
upper  bank  of  the  ravine  had  caved  in  during  the 
night,  filling  the  bottom  for  a  hundred  yards  below 
the  point  at  which  he  had  crossed  with  boulders, 
shale,  and  fresh  red  earth. 

But  at  this  season  such  small  landslides  were  by  no 
means  uncommon  in  these  narrow  ravines,  undercut 
and  worn  friable  by  the  winter  rains.  David,  there- 
fore thought  no  more  about  the  matter.  He  only 
l.tted  up  his  heart  in  a  moment's  thanksgiving  that  by 
divine  mercy  the  avalanche  had  not  fallen  when  he 
was  passing. 

His  prayer  ended,  he  left  the  basket  with  the  food 
under  the  shadow  of  a  bush  of  juniper  and  went 
Ills  way. 
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HAyiD  ALIX  did  not  set  out  for  the  head  of  the 
JL/    lake  ,n  so  cheerful  a  frame  of  mind  a,  usual 
That  mornmg  he  had  tried  to  see  No<Jlie.  but  was 

Icle  IaI  "'"'^^V''"'  '^'  ""  ^"^^""S  f-"*  head, 
ache  and  keepmg  her  bed.     He  must  not  disturb  his 

.trie:"*'-    ^''''^''^^^^"^■^^^^^^^l^n 

Madame  spoke  with  more  than  her  usual  morning 
do^ess.  and  David  set  off  on  his  rounds  with    hf 

hv  iS^i  ^"  f"''^  °^'°"^  ''  ^^^  ^*^"  understood 

by  No^he  and  himself,  that  as  far  as  possible  th^ 
should  efface  themselves.  So  with  thisTn  his  minj 
he  prepared  to  make  a  longish  day  of  it.  outside  the 
domams  of  his  lady  mother. 

But  he  thought  with  pity  of  his  poor  No<Jlie  shut 
to'hT^t  '^^,^.^^.^^^^'  -^  -^  Herma^Falk  chk.td 
as  he  could  with  his  pipe  and  a  book 

David  had  the  whole  wide  country  spread  out  before 

lake-basms.   and    the  rugged    hiils   of  the    Franche 
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Comt6  rising  on  the  opposite  side.  Yonder  on  the 
knoll  was  Le  Lac,  whither  he  was  going,  and  far  away 
to  the  south  a  little  mist  of  smoke  floated  up  into 
the  still  air.     That  was  Morteau. 

He  had  now  to  begin  the  day  with  a  duty  disagree- 
able in  itself,  and  doubly  so   because  it  represented 
one  of  his  failures.      He  was  anxious,  therefore,  to 
have  it  over  and  done  with.      He  must  go  and  see 
the  man  of  the  Pierre  k  Feu,  called  Black  Leo.     Leo 
Corcelle  had  lost  his  surname.     To  himself  and  all 
the  countryside  he  was  only  Black  Leo  the  Outlaw. 
He  dwelt  in  a  hut  rudely  constructed   by  his  own 
hands  under  a  steep  wall  of  cliff  to  the  west  of  Pierre 
k  Feu.     With  him  was  a  boy  of  eight  or  nine  years, 
wild  and  active  as  a  chamois,  who,  at  the  first  alarm, 
escaped  and   hid  among  the  rocks  till  such  time  as 
the  intruder  might  be  gone.     Few  had  spoken  with 
this  child.     It  was  rumoured   that  he  only  sang  or 
gabbled  a  sort  of  wild  gibberish. 

Many  attempts  had   been  made  to  reclaim  him. 

David  especially  had  been  unwearied,  for  the  shame 

was  that  both  Black  Leo  and  his  son  came  of  good 

Protestant  people  out  of  the  Northern  Vosges.     Black 

Leo's  father  had  at  one  time  been  precentor  and  clerk 

in  his  own  father's  little  temple  at  Le  Lochle.     He  it 

was  who  raised  the  chanted  psalm  to  the  grave,  sweet 

melodies  of  the  ancient  Reformed  C!iUich  of  Geneva. 

As  senior  elder  Paul  Corcelle  had  served  the  bread 

and  wine  of  consecration  to  the  congregation  ;  David 

could  just  remember  him  as  a  tall,  white-headed  man, 

growing  bent  with  years  and  sorrow. 

His  son  Leo  had  broken  his  father's  heart     There 
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Z'^  ITL^  I'li""^  somewhere,  for  f,„„  hi, 
birth  the  boy  had  been  fierce  and  unman^feable  a, 
a  young  jungle  tiger.  He  had  run  away  fZ,  Khool 
refund  .n,tn«tlon,  Koffed  at  punishment,  and  «"!! 
•ge  when  most  country  boys  were  still  keeping  sheep 
on  the  mountain  slde^  he  had  served  in  Ae  prison^ 
of  two  countr.es  a  long  apprenticeship  to  vice. 

biwnt  ""•  °!  ""■"••  »"  ""•'™"'«'  poacher, 

broking  every  regulation  a,  to  time  and  season,  an 

^mphshed  thief  and  genemlly  .  terror  to  tiem 

a.t  do  «ll.     He  lived  mostly  in  Fn.nce  and  called 

h-mself  a  Frenchman,  but  he  had  spent  as  much  ti,^ 

»anderer  hi,  hand  agaln,t  every  man  and  even,  man's 
hand  against  his.  ^ 

Olate  years,  however,  he  had  seemed  to  grow  more 
rooted  to  one  spot,  confining  him«!lf  by  preference 
to  the  bunch  of  wild  hills  behfnd  Ceay.  ThTS 
constituted  a  „fuge  well  suited  to  his'^^e.ir  On  one 
«de  he  could  escape  from  his  little  peninsula  of  moun- 
tain and  gorge  by  amply  crossing  the  Doubs.  All 
Smt«rland,  on    the   other   hand,  lay   immediately 

^f  .„   r     ^  °"".^  **  °"'  *^  f""""  «™  in 

WmseU:  ■     ''  ^       "■'■''''    "°  ""■"   ''™*  •>« 

But  Black  Leo's  settling  down  at  Pierre  i  Feu  did 

not  make  hira  in  the  least  more  civiliKd.     Indeed  he 

proach  than  ever.  It  wa,  no  wonder  that  his  nearest 
nejghbours  shunned  the  semicircular  valley  where  the 
«  d  beast  had  his  lair.  Even  in  the  time  of  wa7  Z 
boldest  roving  band,  gave  it  a  wide  berth,  L  , 
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German  detachment  on  mission  of  punition  had  been 
forced  to  retire  withow  taking  the  outlaw  of  pI„,1 
Feu.  and  that  with  the  loss  of  three  men  shot  ^an 
h^ug,,  the  head,  The  affair  added  vastly  to  fitck 
Leo  s  fame  as  a  marksman,  and  for  a  time  he^ 
thought  to  have  deserved  well  of  his  ooZr^  Z 
«hen  Japy's  band,  the  self-styled  "Vengers  of 
Treason,"  crossed  the  mountain  of  Ceay  wlft  the 

BtetfesThr-'  *='"^*^'  "^  Jean"  Holler* 
Basseties,  they  were  peremptorily  summoned  to  fall 

andarL'b     ',"'"f  """^^  ""^  '^™^'  "is  head 
and  a  nfle-barrel  at  them  over  a  wall  of  rock. 

They  called  h.m  traitor.    They  reasoned  with  Wm  ■ 

hey  offered  him  the  lieutenancy  of  their  band,  ne« 

to  Japy  himself    But  he  answered  only,  "Go  awty 

°heh:^"'^"'^*~'  '^^  f°-"«'  "f^o-  throlg^ 

Captain  Japy  himself,  attired  in  Lincoln  green  laced 
w.th  gold,  like  a  stage  Cartouche  or  Robin  H^d  ^ 
game  to  fy  a  rush  and  a  volley.    But  his  men  kn^ 

"He  would  kill  a  dozen  of  us.  as  hkely  as  not" 

wdf  Xthis?'  '".  "'^"'^  "''^"^  S-n^^nd  tt 
won  cut)  of  his  knows  how  to  load  them  I " 

After  this  the  reputation  of  Black  Leo  as  a  patriot 
was  somewhat  obscured.  But  his  attitude  of  !1ZI 
menace  and  his  marksmanship  saved  him  from  X 
turbance^    Gendarmes  there  were  none  in  the  neigh- 

manarvers^^'r""""  "^'^'"^  *«  g-'  ""^ 
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But  the  people  of  the  farms  and  outlying  villages 
aboutMont  Ceay  were  grateful  exceedingly  to  Black 
Leo.  for  the  fear  his  name  had  laid  upon  the  marauders 
who  robbed  them  right  and  left,  on  the  plea  that  the 
fatherland  was  m  danger.   They  did  not  indeed  venture 
to  set  foot  on  Leo's  mountain  themselves,  but  they  left 
a  word  of  information  and  some  provisions  at  well- 
understood  points.     If  they  went  to  Le  Lac  they  took 
a  long  detour,  skirting  his  territories.     But  they  were 
gratefu  all  the  same  for  the  dour  savage^^  with  which 
the  outlaw  kept  his  mountain   inviolate  as  a  barrier 
between    their    flocks    and    herds,   their   wives    and 
daughters  and  that  scum  of  the  Eastern  departments 
which  had   been  changed   from   robbers  to   patriots 
by    the    simple    process    of    sticking    a    feather    in 
Its  cap. 

But  David  Mix  stood  on  another  footing  with  the 
man  of  P.erre  i  Feu.     By  one  of  the  strange  conera- 

f«r\?H  """-"T"-  «'»<=''  Leo's  denominational 
feehng  had  survived  .ntact  through  all  the  crimes 
prisons,  battles,  debauches,  quarrels,  and  the  savage 
sohtude  of  thirty  years.  He  was  a  Protestant  DavW 
was  his  pastor.  He  listened  humbly  therefore  to 
his  admonitions,  agreed  with  his  teachings,  accepted 
a^H  '"r-^^P^f"'  benediction,  and  straightway  went 
and  cheerfully  committed  all  the  old  sins  over 
again. 

This  morning  David  found  the  outlaw  at  the  door 
of  hjs  hut.  It  was  clapped  like  a  lean-to  against  an 
overhang  of  the  rock,  and  the  soft  Jura  stone  had 
been  cut  away  to  form  a  comfortable  enough  inner 
apartment,  which,  however,  could  only  be  lighted  from 
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the  door  of  the  hovel  without    But  a  spy-hole  in  the 
excavated  chamber,  to  which  the  boy  co^d  spring  by 

district  by  which  attack  was  possible. 

And  perhaps  it  was  owing  to  this  fact  that  David 
Ahx  always  found  his  unprofitable  co-religionaiy  most 
innocently  occupied  He  rose  at  the  Pastors  ap- 
proach,  and  with  a  welcoming  gesture  pointed  to  the 
stone  seat  on  which  he  had  been  sitting.  After  his 
customaiy  benediction,  said  with  uplifted  hand,  David 

which  took  in  every  mountain  path  and  clump  of  birch 

nLTn  V      f.  "^'^^^  '^'^'''  ^"  approaching  enemy. 
Placed  himself  gravely  on  the  other  side  of  the  door. 
He  looked  at  the  ground  and  kept  silence. 
"Where  is  my  friend,  young  Paul  ? "  asked  David 
The  silent  figure  on  the  other  side  of  the  doorway 
pointed  upward  with  a  jerk   of  his  thumb.     David 
followed  the  direction  with  his  eyes,  and  saw  peeping 
out  of  a  square  opening  in  the  wall  of  greyish  rock  the 
round  curly  head,  brown  cheeks,  and  black  mischievous 

ZZ  ^       r     ^°^^^"«'  n^ore  commonly  called  "  The 
Wild  Cat  of  Pierre  i  Feu." 

If  his  father  was  reticent,  not  so  the  son.  At  sight 
of  the  Pastor  looking  at  him  he  laughed,  a  wild  shrill 
scream  of  mirth,  like  that  of  the  curlew,  but  with 
notes  m  it  reminding  the  hearer  of  flocks  bleating  on 
distant  pastures.  Then  suddenly  dropping  into  familiar 
speech  (for  the  Wild  Cat  could  Lk  Tell  "elgt^^en 
"^saw  tu?"  '  '''  '"'  '"'  ^^'^  confidentially, 

"Well,"  said  David,  "what  did  I  do.?" 
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"  Stopped  on  Pargotto  Hill  to  look  at  little  school- 
mistress ! "  he  said,  and  again  a  wild  flourish  of  curlew 
mirth  rang  out. 

David  flushed  a  little.  Now  that  he  came  to  think 
of  it,  he  /lad  noticed  Alice  Brante  playing  with  her 
little  flock  a  few  minutes  before  lessons  began.  She 
wore  a  white  dress,  and  was  running  hatless  in  the 
sun.  He  could  faintly  hear  the  shrill  cries  of  the 
children  as  they  got  out  of  her  way. 

"Watched  for  Ma'm'selle,  you  did!"  repeated 
the  boy,  pointing  an  accusing  finger  down  at  the 
Pastor. 

David  evaded  discussion. 

"Why  not  come  down  beside  me,"  he  said,  "and 
we  can  discuss  the  matter  ! " 

"Talk  as  well  here— watch  better!"  the  boy 
answered  sententiously.  David  laughed  and  turned 
to  Black  Leo. 

"  What  news  on  the  mountain  } "  he  asked.  The 
outlaw  raised  eyes  sombrely  sullen,  to  meet  the  clear 
blue  ones  of  his  pastor.  The  question  was  direct  and 
could  not  be  avoided. 

"  I  hold  it,"  the  man  answered  ;  "  let  those  come  to 
seek  me  who  dare ! " 

"  I  have  prayed  for  you,"  said  David,  "  every  night 
and  morning  since  last  I  saw  you,  that  the  Lord  would 
soften  your  heart." 

"I  thank  you,  Pastor!"  said  the  outlaw,  bowing  his 
head  gravely.  "  You  were  ever  a  man  of  your  duty — 
as  was  your  father  before  you  ! " 

No  spark  of  ang'^r  or  sign  of  emotion  passed  over 
the  rugged,  weather-beaten  countenance  of  the  man 
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Pastor   Who™,   thouTh   he  St/r  ;  t™"^"  '"' 
topped  a  long  way  short  of  ote^'  '°   '"'"°"^'  "« 

I  prayed."  said   David  Alix  aentlv  '-r 
*l>o  brought  his  father's  grey  L4"'    '  *  ™" 

gravel"  ^    "       "  '"  sorrow  to  the 

■'You  did  well,  Pastor  David  I" 

l=.-  her  cheek  and  takehj;  btlg"°'  """^  ^°-  *° 
-y  P^torT"Lat"e^  ^:, '"'  "^^  '°  '"'^  *at  man, 

ipray:^  rthrpa:j::;^re7*^'  --  ^-  '-"- 
4"r:h:r;?u  riir^  ^"^-:f'  «■-  -n. 

his  wL'ti^diranrL'diytn  r '"^'  ■^"■■"^  f^" 

than  this  man.  ^'  "  '*^  ''^  ''»''«  °f  another 

voL";'^^^  le*^  ^-  l~r '^-^  "X  another's 
and  to  die  in  the  tstf  rsC^en""  ''""'^'  '^ 

for  the  first  time  a  keen  ,„T  ,  '  "'"*  "as  now 
in  his  voice.  DlvidrH.J^r  ^*  °^  ''""'anity 
for  the  time.  ^  ^"'  *«  ""^  ^ad  done  enough 

kn:eld:ir""^"''"'"'«V-n."hesaid...,etu, 


PRAYEU   FOK   A   MAX   WHO    UKOIGHT   HIS   FATHKKS  (IKEY   HAIKS 
IN    S(,>KKo\\-   T<.)   THK    (iKAVK." 
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And  without  stopping  a  moment  to  see  if  the  outlaw 
obeyed  him,  he  icnelt  with  his  face  to  the  wall  and 
prayed  Black  Leo  knelt  also,  simple  and  obedient 
as  a  child,  and  from  above  the  impish  face  of  the  Wild 
Cat  looked  down,  perhaps  a  little  awed 

After  the  prayer  David  Alix  rose  up  to  take  his 
adieu.  He  held  out  his  hand,  and  the  outlaw  grasped 
It  with  a  stem  pressure.  But  it  was  more  lack  of 
habit  than  any  emotion.  For  it  is  very  certain  that 
smce  David  had  visited  him  last,  no  other  hand  had 
taken  his  in  friendship. 

"Paul,"  said  the  Pastor,  "come  with  me  and  show 
me  the  way  to  the  Ceay  bridge." 

The  boy's  scream  of  mocking  laughter  rang  out 
higher  than  ever. 

welUs'l  "°'  ''^''^'"  ^^  '"''^'  "''^'"  ^°"  ^"°^  •*  ^' 

"  Nevertheless,  come  with  me-I  have  something  to 
say  to  you,"  persisted  David. 

"Do  I  not  know?"  sneered  the  imp,  putUng  out 
his  tongue.  "You  want  to  make  me  learn  your 
catechism.     Pah,  I  can  say  it  by  heart " 

Whereupon  he  chattered  over  the  answers  to  one  or 
two  of  the  first  questions  in  the  Genevan  catechism. 

r  u.  r„  !'°"'  ^''  ^^^^'  *"™^d  sharply,  and  a 
light,  dully  red  and  menacing,  shone  like  dying  char- 
coal in  his  eye.  One  caught  it  a  moment,  and  then  it 
was  extinct 

"  Begone  with  the  Pastor,  sirrah,  and  see  that  you 
learn  well  your  religion  I "  he  commanded,  not  loudly, 
but  m  a  voice  like  the  first  mutterings  of  a  thunder- 
storm. 
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leading  him  down  the  path  to  the  bridee  of  Ceav 
wh,ch  passes  by  Petits  Fourgs,  Da,id  >^ked  S^k' 
°adv  i^-"^  1"' ""."'""^  "'°"™'"'-  >-«  rifle  held 
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CHAPTER    XIX. 
THE    PASTOR'S   DAY 

'pHE  situation  began  to  clear  a  little  in  the  eastern 
I  departments.  Little  by  little  the  Government  of 
France  extended  its  authority.  Prefects  had  been  sent 
down  after  the  4th  of  September  by  the  Government 
of  Gambetta,  but  these  hasty  stop-gaps  had  been 
generally  recalled  or  superseded  by  the  Bordeaux 
Assembly,  which  began  to  show  itself  more  and  more 
reactionary. 

But  these  newcomers,  at  least  in  the  east,  had  little 
power,  even  in  departments  free  of  the  Germans. 
Soldiers,  Mobiles,  gendarmes,  all  the  ordinary  methods 
of  enforcing  authority  were  wanting.  The  needs  of 
the  Versailles  Government  drew  them  to  the  walls  of 
Paris  to  crush  the  insurrection  there.  In  r.  st  cases, 
only  a  few  officers  of  inferior  tribunals,  rurb.1  police- 
men, and  forest  rangers  were  left 

The  more  energetic  of  the  prefects  encouraged  the 
inhabitants  of  the  cities  and  towns  to  enrol  themselves 
for  police  duty.  But  they  were  powerless  to  do  any- 
thing for  the  remote  frontiers. 

On  the  Swiss  side  little  help  was  given  to  the 
citizens.     A  few  police  from  Neuch^tel  were  sent  up, 
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e"«)  little  far,,,;,  .roubir  „aTt"  'T  *">"^>' 
officers  in  com.„and  of  ev«,'  a  .mail  ^"  .^""  ^'""' 
would  have  been  rapidirckared  l  /^^  '^=  """"y 
the  Swiss  service  „teLt,;«Ji'^;".'°-'r< 

tHed,mre„tcarn3ttH^^rbot:f"'«'''"°"« 

It  Chanced  that  on  the  dav  nf  n,  -J.     .  . 
strongholds  of  the  man  of  I^^.^^^lf  ;:f  *°  ''^e 
Sous-Prefect  was  to  visit  Mort  lu     Da;id  thT^""^ 
resolved  to  take  the  chance  of  makn.'  ^^'^^'''^> 
to  lawful  authority  as  toVh.  .  ^  *  representation 

fronti^.r  ^  '^'  '''""  ^^^^«  °f  ^^airs  on  the 

The  Sous-Prefect  was  a  little  darl-  «,, 
and  eager.     He  had  been  a    ^L  Z  'S  T 
discovering  for  himself  in  how  short  ,L    J  .     '""'" 
law  and  order  could  be  brought  tt«herH  '  ""^^  °' 
to  send  them  a  bugler  from  Befancon    "?™""^'' 
never,  he  said,  be  able  to  Ive  ,h,-         ^''*>"^°"W 

they  accustomed  themLlvesTm^  ,^7"^,""''" 
all  its  rigour.  military  discipline  in 

But  the  Captain  of  the  "  Guard  of  Order"  nfM  ^ 
was  a  baker.    He  reorespnf^^  .^  1  ofMorteau 

times  when,  if  h:  ThT^st  1"°??'^"^"  '"''' 
hood  would  go  without  bre^d'nt  t  buf^'^^r' 
himself  he  had  never  been  abLto  i^',  !'  '°' 
note  of  music  from  another  all  h^  life  •"*"^"'^''  °™ 

.entltS  tt:;^:  t"^-^-- •»-  upon  ,e 
union  and  self-sacri«ce.      VZt  2/^^^ 
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bugler,  however,  and  for  the  sake  of  the  bnker  h, 

.rel'a:l„':a™r^;^11^e;T^^^ 

oven.  k  i>  "  ■"  tnc  sacred  duty  of  setting  his 

The  Sous-Prefect  received  David  Ahx  wl.l,  .k 
m.»tn,st  which  the  sigh,  of  a  Pr<^esfa«    "  t„r  in 

s«rf;-:;s-rh:tr^^^^ 
^::iir^^:r^-^9:s 

ahoiii-  hj,«  f  iiesitated  and  looked 

about  h,m  for  some  one  to  take  the  n,onster  off  hi! 

But  after  the  first  words  the  mauic  of  r,,    j. 
speech  fascinated  hi™.     Eveo^  FrenS^n^'werl: 
hear  h,s;a„guage  well  spoken.  a„d  David  was  a  C 

He  told  of  the  wandering  bands  of  plunderers  the 
constant  crossings  from  one  country  into  thl  "ih 

the    solitary  wanderings,    the    wrecKage    of    broken 

and  '•.  '"d '  """^  '"■  '"^  ■■""■"  °f  campfollwe™ 

ntthtdtr ""'^''''  "^  *'  "-'^"^'^  °f""« 

The  Sous-Prefect  heard  him  to  thi.  *.n^  k  .    u     , 

his  head  when  David  spoke  o7rfm!dL'         """'' 

the  duty  of  the  Swiss  Governm'e^t  to'^ro^t^^S 
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frontiers.  However,  I  shall  certainly  call  the  attention 
of  my  own  Government  to  that  matter.  Rest  assured. 
You  shall  not  be  forgotten." 

Then  he  turned  to  David,  eyed  him  long,  and  said, 
with  a  recurrence  of  his  distrust,  "  But  how  comes  it,' 
sir,  that  you,  who  are  a  pastor  of  the  Reformed  sect,' 
should  know  more  than  these  good  priests  of  the 
Catholic  Church  with  whom  I  have  been  conferring  ? " 
"Because,"  said  David,  smiling,  "each  of  these 
gentlemen  has  his  own  parish  to  look  after,  his 
daily  services,  his  parishioners  to  care  for.  There- 
fore, in  general,  they  know  only  what  comes  under 
their  own  eyes,  each  in  his  place." 

"  And  you,  Monsieur  le  Pasteur,  have  not  you  also 
your  place  and  parish  ? "  demanded  the  great  man, 
glowering  up  at  David  as  if  to  make  out  whether  he 
were  a  spy— for  that  mania  was  then  at  its  height  in 
the  east  of  France.  (Indeed,  it  has  never  died  out 
since  the  war,  as  artists,  photographers,  and  scribblers 
of  notes  have  learned  to  their  cost.) 

"  I,"  said  David,  "have  indeed  a  place  and  a  parish. 
Only  it  is  a  wide  place  and  a  great  parish.  I  am  set 
to  tend  the  scattered  souls  belonging  to  my  faith  from 
Besan^on  to  Salon  le  Meunier.  I  serve  eleven  churches 
and  chapels,  together  with  many  places  of  fixed  meeting 
in  private  houses." 

"Ah,"  said  the  Sous-Prefect,  "you  must  obtain  a 
great  deal  of  information  in  the  course  of  your  con- 
stant journeyings.  To  whom  has  that  information 
been  conveyed  ? " 

"I  am  endeavouring  to  convey  it  to  yourself, 
Monsieur  le  Sous-Prefect  I  " 
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How  long  have  you  been  in  this  position-pastor 
of  these  many  congregations.  I  mean  ?»  demanded  the 
official,  now  eager  to  take  David  in  a  snare 

"For  eight  years,  and  my  father  occupied  the  same 
position  for  thirty  years  before  me  " 

,.7fi'/°""^'^^^'  ^"'""^  ^^°"^-  «^  ^vas  scarcely 
satisfied,  or  rather  he  did  not  wish  to  be.     His  eyes 

lighted  upon  the  Mayor  of  Morteau,  who...  he 
summoned  to  his  side  in  his  uniform  of  Captain  of 
the  "  Guard  of  Order."  ^ 

"  This  gentleman  appears  to  know  a  great  deal 
about  the  state  of  the  Swiss  frontiers,"  he  said  •  "it 
m^ht  be  to  your  advantage  to  be  acquainted  with 

not  ^T  ^T"  '"""^  '^'  ^'^""y  ^^y^''  "^^y'  have 
not  I  known  him  ever  since  he  used  to  eat  buns  in 

my  shop  when  his  father  came  here  on  his  visitations ! 
Know  Pastor  David  Mix  !  "-he  burst  out  into  hearty 
laughter.  .'Why.  I  have  a  whole  bundle  of  his  re^^rts 
m  my  strong  box.  He  has  sent  them  in  nearly  every 
week  but  I  have  been  so  busy  with  one  thing  an^ 
another-billeting  German  troops,  raising  French'ones 
besides  governing  this  unruly  municipality,  and  attend- 
hL°  ""J  ^"^'"^^^^-that  I  never  got  time  to  read 
them  !     However,  here  they  are ! " 

hJ^%  Sous-Prefect,   reassured  in  spite  of  himself. 

Pastor  LvhT  •?  '^u"^  '^^^  ^"^^^"^  ^^^  ^o^ng 
Pastor  might  write.    Then  he  bowed  stiffly  to  David 

and  took  his  way  through  the  little  town-house,  having 
become  in  an  instant  bland  and  smiling  as  before 

It  was  not  because  of  the  fervency  of  his  sous- 
prefectonal  religious  convictions  that  he  showed  this 
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mistrustful  attitude  towards  David  Alix,  He  had  not 
entered  a  church  of  his  own  free  will  since  his  fi,^ 

ZT'°"  V  *^:  '"'  "'  '"^'^^-  «"'  »«  "ad  retained 
from  h  s  early  education  at  a  Catholic  seminao'  the 
.nst.nct.ve  d.sl.ke  with  which  even  atheists  in  F^„, 

Engh  hmen  are  heretics,  and  there  is  no  more  about 

should  show  any  zeal  for  religion.  Or  if  he  is  so 
foohsh.  ,t  must  be  to  take  in  the  ..iotins.  as  he  calls 
the  pr.«thood  of  the  Church  of  Rome  There  may 
be  some  poliUcal  reason  for  such  zeal.  Votes  are  to 
be  gamed.     But  Protestantism-well,  he  will  admit 

Pair?''  ^™"'  *"'  '"^■^  ^-^  P-'-'^n'^  in 
Parl.ament-some  even  have  been  ministers  of  the 

Repubha    But  as  an  influence  in  the  Government  of 

France  the  official  neither  r^ognises  nor  knows  it 

All  this  David  understood  very  well,  and  it  was 

w.th  unfcgned  relief  that  he  escapS  out  ^f  the  stiftng 

fo^S'v"  t   "'l^^P'™™'  ""-^  ^^^^  flattery! 
to  find  h.mself  m  the  winding  main  street  of  the  town 

JL/'  f  ""  °"'y  *  '""=  whitewashed 

V.I  age  lymg  snugly  in  its  dell.    Watchmaking  had 

blth  oT  '  ™^°""  '""^  Switzerland,  but  the 
TlT  .,  K-.  """""^  enrichment  already  blew,  and 
the  .nhabitants  were  certain  that,  the  war  once  passed 
away,  the,r  vllage  would  share  in  the  prosper^  of 
their  neighbours  across  the  frontier 

But  from  the  "leading  citizens,"  with  their  visions 
of  commg  wealth,  David  Alix  quickly  withdrew  him- 
self.  He  passed  down  an  alley,  climbed  a  flight  of 
stairs  to  a  terrace  of  mean,   little,  two^hambered 
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houses    called  locally  the  "Swallows'   Nests"     He 

Inr   r''P  °"  ""^  '""''  ""d  *«  creak  oHf 
handle,  she  turned  quickly     The  tnif,;„~  j  , 

the  floor      <;i,.  u^  ",  7'    .        fitting  dropped  on 

ran4^'hlesSoXthteS"'°  '-''-  *'  •"- 

you      Let  l~t'    t  ^"^  *^'  '  ^'""■'<'  "«-"  =ee 

Ther  el  Y™"f  ^"-%''""<'  ^"■"-"•s  hands 
»ic  iicr  eyes.     You  have  your  father'*  ^xr^.rA  u- 

his  grace.  Him  I  have  Ln  hut  T  Zu' '"'  ™"^*- 
you  his  son  p„,  r  J  r  f  '  '  ^''*"  "=™f  see 
you.  h.s  son.    For  God  took  my  sight  before  you  were 

"Vain  fa  the  strength  of  man,"  said  David  softly 

J^^^s.  W.11  not  forsake  you  now  in  the  time  of  ho^ 

h,Ii  ''""V.  ';"°"''"  '""^  *=  °W  "o-nan,  laying  her 
hand  on  a  book  on  a  shelf  at  her  sid  ■  "  it  T    •.. 
here.    Your  father  gave  me  this"  Lt  h   s^'  ^t 
m  my  poor  house-the  Word-the  Wo^l    n       v 
^r^and  With  it  I  am  richer  than  tllngf.:;^: 

of  A^?''  *p  '7"'!°"'  '^'^  ">«  f»"f»«.  the  bugles 
of  the  Sous-Prefect's  escort,  blowing  him  sturdily  to 
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"  No,  Eliza,"  David  answered  gently,  "  only  a  man 
in  authority  going  back  to  Besan^on." 

"Ah,"  she  sighed,  "I  am  glad  it  is  not  the  Germans. 
Though  surely  I  have  little  reason  to  complain.  Three 
of  them  came  one  day,  and  wrote  down  my  name  in 
a  book.  One  of  them  asked  what  I  did  for  a  living. 
I  told  him  that  I  was  a  poor  blind  woman  waiting 
upon  the  Lord's  time  to  take  me  to  Himself.  Another 
took  up  my  New  Testament  and  bade  me  read.  I 
read  to  him,  though  my  fingers  little  loved  the  task. 
But,  except  he  who  had  spoken  first,  I  think  none 
of  them  understood.  Then  tfie  man  who  had  spoken 
a  little  French  took  the  book  of  the  Word  out  of  my 
hands,  and  asked  how  I  had  come  by  it  I  told  him 
my  pastor  had  given  it  me. 

Then,'  he  said,  '  the  Pastor  can  give  you  another. 
I  dare  say  he  gets  them  cheap  enough.  There  is 
nothing  else  worth  taking  in  this  garret.'  So  they 
went  away  ill  enough  pleased,  but  carrying  my  book 
with  them. 

"And  by  that  I  knew  that  they  were  no  right 
soldiers.  Because  even  Prussians  would  not  steal  a 
poor  blind  woman's  only  companion.  And  I  was 
right,  for  even  as  I  was  crying  bitterly  to  myself, 
because  I  could  no  longer  read  of  Jesus  when  I  was 
all  day  alone,  or  when  sleepless  in  the  night-watches, 
I  heard  again  steps  on  the  stairs,  rough  words,  and 
the  lashes  of  a  whip  laid  on  heavily  and  with  purpose. 

"The  door  was  flung  open,  and  the  voice  of  the 
man  whom  I  had  heard  on  the  stairs  spoke  harshly, 
but  not  to  me.  Then  the  thief  who  had  taken  my 
Bible,  the  gift  of  your  father,  spoke  whimperingly. 
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He  said  that  by  the  order  of  the  pastor  of  the  regi- 
ment, whose  name,  being  unknown  to  me,  I  cannot 
recall,  he  humbly  begged  my  pardon,  and  on  his 
knees  hastened  to  restore  to  me  the  book.  He  asked 
also  that  I  should  intercede  with  the  war  pastor  that 
he  should  not  be  delivered  up  to  the  provost-marshal. 
And  this  thing  I  did,  for  I  had  no  enmity  to  the  poor 
thief,  who  had  done  the  thing  in  ignorance,  or  perhaps 
because  he  desired  to  make  a  present  to  some  blind 
person  among  his  relatives. 

"But  the  German  pastor  of  soldiers  spoke  yet 
more  harshly  to  him  than  before,  and  opening  the 
door,  wrought  violence  upon  the  man,  tumbling  him 
down  the  stairs  with  his  foot,  and  using  many  threats 
—or  at  least  what  sounded  like  such.  But  when  he 
turned  again  to  me,  his  words  were  good  and  gentle 
though  I  could  not  understand  them.  He  left  me  a 
paper  to  protect  me  and  a  piece  of  money,  of  which 
perhaps  you  can  tell  me  the  value." 

"I  think  I  can  enlighten  you  both  as  to  that  and 
tell  you  the  name  of  the  war  pastor!"  said  David 
"  He  has  been  wounded,  and  now  lies  in  my  mother's 
house  at  Chaumont.  It  can  only  be  Hermann  Falk 
who  did  this  thing,  and  without  seeing  it  I  will  give 
you  twenty-five  francs  for  the  piece  of  money." 

For  indeed  the  business  scented  of  Hermann  Falk 
a  mile  off. 

And  when  blind  Eliza  had  carefully  extracted  from 
Its  hidmg.place  the  note  of  protection  scribbled  on  a 
visiting-card,  the  money  was  found  to  be  as  David 
had  predicted,  and  the  name  on  the  card  was  duly 
enough  that  of  Dr.  Hermann  Falk,  - 
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the  King  of  Prussia,  and  also  of  the  Royal  Colbcr^ 
Grenadiers. 

Many  were  the  visits  which  David  paid  that  day 
In  the  lanes  and  streets  of  Morteau.  As  he  went, 
messengers  to  grocers  and  bakers  seemed  to  start 
from  under  his  feet.  These  good  tradesmen  were  far 
from  sharing  the  Sous-Prefect's  doubts.  They  knew 
that  a  single  line  of  David's  handwriting  was  a 
guarantee  that  they  would  be  paid  for  the  supplies 
they  served  out  to  the  destitute. 

Even  after  he  was  long  gone,  shy  gentlewomen,  in 
shabby  black,  who  had  been  living  on  pot-herbs  and 
black  bread  for  weeks,  stole  by  back  ways  to  the 
shops,  and  there,  hardly  lifting  their  eyes,  bought 
sugar,  flour,  eggs,  and  even  in  some  rash  cases  full 
ten  sous'  worth  of  neck  of  mutton,  with  money  which 
had  mysteriously  come  into  their  possession. 

All  day  David,  according  to  his  ability,  was  the 
good  husbandman  of  his  mother's  largesse.  He  made 
no  distinction  of  creed,  so  that  the  cur/  of  the  parish, 
alarmed  at  this  determined  house-to-house  visitation, 
followed  in  his  steps,  scenting  proselytism ;  and  on 
inquiring  what  the  Pastor  had  been  doing,  found  his 
flock  in  full  tide  of  blessing  and  praise. 

Late  in  the  afternoon  the  two  representatives  of 
Geneva  and  Rome  met  together— the  Genevan  tall, 
young,  and  pale,  the  priest  round  of  face  and  hearty, 
of  stout  peasant  stock  and  loud  of  speech. 

"Ah,"  he  cried,  when  the  two  men  had  shaken 
hands,  "  it  is  a  fine  thing  to  have  a  rich  mother  over 
the  line  yonder.  Yours  is  a  better  gospel  for  the 
times  than  any  that  I  can  preach  with  my  empty  sack. 
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But  I  thank  you  for  all  our  faithful  poor  here.    They 

aHmL  f^t  ^°"''  ^''^'■^*"''^'  '°°'  '^  °f  'he  sort  I 
admire,  '^s  ts  good  for  a  loaf  a  day  during  four 

7^  ."„"''  "^  ^'"'''  '"y  good  Pastor^  yl 
wntngs  shal  never  be  put  on  the  Index.  I  will 
see  to  It  myself."  ' 

he^tnoL^K- ^  T^  ^°'''^"  '""«^^*^^  ^^-^^"^  *'  ^s  jest  as 
he  took  h,s  leave.     He  had  taken  a  step  or  two  uo 

the  street  towards  his  presbytery,  when'  he  turned' 
w.th  a  new  ^/,,W.  on  his  lips,  such  a  pleasantTas 
they  use  only  in  the  south.  ««iniiy  as 

"Monsieur    le    Pasteur,"  he  cried,   "there  is   yet 
another  poor  Catholic  whom  you  have  forgotten  I " 

offended  when,  awaking  early  to  his  matins,  he  found 

the  night  a  Swiss  cheese  and  a  dozen  of  the  sparkling 
wine  of  Chaumont-NeuchAtel.  ** 
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CHAPTER  XX. 

WITHOUT  GOD  AND  WITHOUT  HOPE 

IT  was  one  of  these   sudden,   inexplicable  panics 
1     which,   more  than   the  bullets  of   war   disperse 
irregular  troops,  had  made  an  end  of  the  formidable 
freebooting  band  of  Ludovic  Villars.     First  came  a 
rumour  that  the   Germans  had  turned  sharply,  and 
were  once  more  marching  southwards.     They  had 
been  seen  at  Ax-le-Victoire,  at  Vercel-Adam,  and  at 
any  moment  they  might  top  the  ridge  of  Chaillaxon 
above  Brenets.     Then  from  the  south  there  came  still 
more  alarming  tidings.     The  men  of  Morteau,  ex- 
asperated  by  the  raids  and  plunderings  of  the  Villars- 
Breslin  band,  were  resolved  upon  a  fight  to  the  finish. 
They  had  the  new  arms  which  the  Government  were 
serving  out,  plenty  of  ammunition,   and— what  was 
worst-the    invaders    knew   their   haunts.      Breslin's 
wife's  brother,  with  whom  he  was  at  variance,  led  the 
party.     It  was  evident  that  they  would  be  swept  oflf 
the  face  of  the  earth. 

And  so  it  chanced  that  simply  and  strangely,  as 
by  the  wind  of  the  nostrils  of  God,  this  band  of 
robbers  and  murderers  was  blown  into  fragments. 
As  a  unity  it  was  not.     Each  man  fended  for  him- 
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self,  without  leader,  without  cohesion,  without  an 
object  save  personal  plunder.  Nothing  remained 
except  so  many  ragged  tramps  and  possible  high- 
way robbers.  When  Ludovic  Villars  took  the  road 
to  Lyons,  and  his  big  lieutenant,  Breslin  the  smith, 
received  orders  to  remain  where  he  was  till  his 
master's  return,  that  was  the  end  of  the  "  men  of 
the  mountain."  who  had  terrorised  all  the  Jura  from 
Bel  fort  to  Ferney. 

But  as  he  passed  down  the  valley  of  the  Merac 
.vhere  ,t  rushes  smoking  from  the  Swiss  uplands  to* 
the  valley  of  the  Doubs,  the  ex-chief  chanced  upon  a 
traveller.  However,  he  -  '  money  in  his  pocket,  and, 
to  do  him  justice,  Ludov  Villars'  aims  were  higher 
than  those  of  a  mere  highwayman,  in  spite  of  the  L. 
that  for  many  months  the  most  part  of  his  band  had 
been  little  better. 

He  did  not,  therefore,  turn  aside  into  a  thicket  in 
order  to  take  a  shot  at  the  wayfarer  as  soon  as  he 
had  passed.  Yet  the  man  he  met  was  the  man  of 
all  others  he  had  the  greatest  reason  to  avoid-even 
David  Alix. 

But  as  for  David,  he  had  his  morning  face  on.  and 
saluted  his  step-father's  son  as  frankly  and  cheerfully 
as  he  had  spoken  with  him  first  in  the  little  church 
about  which  there  still  hung  the  strange  after-com' 
munion  haze— as  it  were  the  peace  of  another  world 

"Whither  away  so  early.?"  said  David,  as  if  the 
all  that  had  come  between  them  had  been  nothing 
to  him.  Indeed,  that  was  a  way  of  David's.  He  was 
not  influenced  greatly  by  what  any  one  might  do 
against  him,  but  regarded  rather  the  soul  within,  th- 
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only   eternal    part,   which  might    be  saved  or  lost 
according  as  he  showed  himself  prudent  or  foolish. 

"I  am  bound  on  a  journey  beyond  the  bounds  of 
^our  parish  I "  cried  Ludovic  ViUars.  And  he  would 
have  passed  on  without  halting  in  his  stride.  But 
David  Mix  was  not  the  man  to  miss  even  so  far-off 
a  chance  in  the  exercise  of  his  function  as  winner  of 
souls. 

"  Will  you  tarry  and  speak  a  li.tle  ? "  he  asked  ■  "  I 
was  out  early  looking  for  some  strayed  lambs  of  my 
mother  s.     But  they  can  wait" 

"I  have  no  desire  for  any  speech  with  you,"  said 
Ludovic  sullenly,  edging  to  the  side  of  the  oath  as  if 
to  force  his  way  onward    But  David  stood  before  him 
impassive.      He  held  out  his  hand  so  suddenly  and 
unexpectedly  that,   as  if   in   self-defence,   Ludovic's 
hand  met  it      The  leader  of   the  mountain  band 
could  not  help  himself.     He  was  in  the  grasp  of  his 
spiritual  superior.     No  matter  that  he  did  not  believe 
no  matter  that  he  was  hurrying  to  do  the  work  of  the 
fiercest  revolutionary.     He  was  impressed  in  spite  of 
himself.     No  one  could  look  into  the  Pastor's  eyes 
without  at  least  finding  faith  at  second-hand-that  is 
believing  that  this  man  believed. 

It  is  a  curious  thing  that  in  France  all  revolutions 
begin  by  attempting  to  destroy  religion,  to  sneer  faith 
away,  to  sap  the  belief  of  the  youth.  Indeed,  coldly 
and  of  set  purpose,  Frenchmen  of  all  shades  of 
revolutionary  redness  unite  to  kill  the  flower,  and 
yet  continue  to  expect  the  fruit 

There  is  no  country  in  the  world  where  the  crop 
of  juvenile  crime   is   so  certain   and   so  increasing 
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Nearly  all  the  greatest  French  criminals  of  the  last 
forty  years  have  been  under  the  age  of  tuenty-onc 
years-from  Troppmann  of  Pantln  to  the  latest  hero 
of  the  front  page  of  yesterday's  Afa/t»  or  P,/,/ 
Parisien. 

Yet  all  these  were  sent,  at  the  age  of  eleven,  to 
first  communion."  For  months  before  tiey  were 
carefully  crammed  with  the  Roman  Church  Catechism 
They  confessed  and  learned  to  lie.  They  went  early 
and  late  to  prayers.  They  were,  in  the  words  of  their 
parents,  "stuffed  with  religion." 

But,  so  far  as  the  elder  boys  and  young  men  are 
concerned,  it  is  rarr  indeed  that  one  of  these  eleven- 
year-old  communicant?  ever  sets  foot  within  the  church 
again,  except  on  the  strongest  compulsion.  Paternal 
example  is  rar-.Iy  useful  or,  indeed,  used.  Even 
motherly  tea  not,  in  this  case,  as  in  most  others 

avaiL     The  y.         v  )uld  be  laughed  at  if  he  went ! 

That  IS  the  explanation.     If  he  belongs  to  a  great 
city  or  the  larger  size  of  town,  he  will  run  the  streets 
with  bands  of  similar  good-for-nothings,  all  carefully 
instructed  in  the  Chri-ian  duties  of  love  and  obedi^ 
ence.      These  youths  so  trained  form  the  ''apaches" 
of  Paris,   Me  "«mv>"  of  Marseilles.     Nor  does  a 
single  day  pass  without  some  deed  of  blood  and 
horror  being  laid  to  their  account.     The   do  not  rob 
and  murder  from  necessity.     With  them  it  is  rather 
an  affair  of  honour,  of  spirit,  of  personal  daring,  for 
which  they  receive  a  sort  of  devil's  Victoria  Cross 
These  young  criminals,  by  choice,  take  to  crime  as 
English  boys  do  to  bird-nesting  and  football. 
The  most  modem  examples-tho.se  which  leap  to 
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the  eye  in  the  countless  illustrations  of  the  halfpenny 
papers  scattered  by  millions  over  the  land-are  the 
younger  Mutants  in  crime.  No  success  is  so  sudden 
and  certain  ;  no  photograph  is  so  widely  distributed 
Hard.y  even  the  features  of  the  President  are  so 
widely  known  for  the  time  being  as  those  of  the  last 
and  youngest  murderer. 

This  is  what  the  school  of  Paul  Bert  has  arrived  at 
rhey  chased  religion  out  of  all  contact  with  youthful 
life  They  carefully  expunged  the  name  of  God  out 
of  the  school-books  to  be  used  all  over  France  They 
reared  with  care  a  race  of  lay  teachers  to  regard  God 
as  their  personal  enemy.  The  utmost  care  was  taken 
to  suppress  all  sympathy  for  the  practice  of  religion 
by  any  sect  of  Christians,  to  root  out  all  that  tends 
to  sympathy  for  the  ideal  of  godliness.  Religion  was 
a  laughing-stock— the  school's  whipping-boy 

"  You  are  devout ! "  is  an  insult,  the  deepest  which 
can  be  offered  to  a  French  boy  at  a  Government 
school  to-day,  worse  even  than  to  call  him  "a 
Christian  "  I 

Nor  can  I  say  that  the  towns  with  a  large  Pro- 
testant population  are  very  much  better.  Nimes  also 
has  Its  "  nervis."  Montpellier  holds  a  local  record  for 
precocious  crime.  It  is  true  that  only  a  few  of  these 
belong  to  the  Protestant  faith.  But  the  fact  is,  that 
the  most  consistent  and  militant  atheists  are  found 
among  the  sons  of  old  Protestant  families.  I  have 
seen  it  again  and  again. 

Certainly  there  are  many  wise  and  good  pastors  of 
the  late  official  Protestant  Church  in  France.  There 
are  among  them  scholars  and  gentlemen,  good  talkers, 
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far-seeing  politicians,  hiding  away  beside  their  little 
"temples"  in  unobtrusive  corners  of  their  parishes 
But  somehow  these  are  without  honour  in  their  own 
countiy.  The  people  knows  them  not.  They  make 
no  feature  in  the  social  landscape.  Thev  have  blotted 
themselves  out  from  off  the  face  of  the  earth,  and  it 
IS  by  no  means  thus  that  a  Frenchman  is  to  be 
mfluenced,  or  France  to  be  won. 

So  it  comes  about  that  of  all  the  religious  influences 
at  work  in  France  the  f^o  which  have  most  actual 
effect  upon  the  people  are  the  "  figlise  Libre"  and 
the  Evangelical  Society  of  Geneva.  Their  work,  at 
any  rate,  is  likely  to  be  more  effective  than  that  of 
foreigners  speaking  imperfect  French,  no  matter  with 
what  unction  and  fervour.  Laughter  blights  in  France 
anywhere  from  Perpignan  to  Dunkerque. 

French-speaking  men,  French  or  Swiss  trained, 
zealous  of  good  works,  seen  of  the  people,  going  from 
door  to  door,  speaking  on  village  greens,  at  workshop 
gates,  giving  "conferences"  here  and  there  on  the 
questions  of  the  day,  alert,  witty,  ready  of  reply,  and 
m  especial  equipped  to  give  a  reason  for  the  faith 
that  is  in  them-these  are  the  men  who  are,  un- 
obtrusively  and  silently,  but  very  really,  leavening 
France  with  the  teaching  of  the  Carpenter's  Son. 

Since  the  disestablishment  and  disendowment  of 
the  official  Protestant  Church,  I  have,  however,  noticed 
a  considerable  improvement.  The  pastors  have  worked 
more ;  they  have  put  themselves  in  evidence.  Their 
bread  is  no  longer  given  to  them ;  their  water  is  no 
longer  sure.  The  trial  has  done  them  a  world 
of   good.      Because,   whatever   naturalists   may  say 
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the  sloth  is    man's    nearest    affinity  in   the  animal 
KingdonL 

• 

But  all  these  recent  events  were  only  in  the  egg  in 
the  days  of  Ludovic  Villars,  of  Pastor  David  Mix 
during  those  last  days  of  the  Year  Terrible,  which 
ended  with  the  dark  and  bloody  May  of  187 1. 

"I  have  to  speak  with  you,"  repeated  David  Mix 
to  his  house's  enemy.  He  had  not  kept  hold  of  the 
hand  he  had  grasped  a  moment  longer  than  was 
necessary.  He  had  that  innate  sense  which  teaches 
a  man  to  leave  well  alone. 

"And  you  have  to  say-what?"  demanded  the 
advocate-bushwhacker.  "Let  me  have  no  preaching 
stuff;  I  have  heard  all  that  I  am  in  no  mood  to  be 
wept  over  or  forgiven ;  the  People  are  at  last  alive 
They  are  going  to  speak  after  their  long  silence ;  this 
sham  Republic  of  yours  will  not  satisfy  them.  It  is 
the,  day  of  the  Great  Overturning,  and  you  and  all 
those  who  have  taken  money  unjustly  shall  be  called 
upon  to  disgorge  ! " 

"The  labourer  is  worthy  of  his  hire,"  said  David 
cheerfully.  "I  could  have  made  more  with  the 
spade— had  I  been  called  to  dig  instead  of  to  sow 
You  are  quite  welcome  to  all  the  money  I  am  ever 
likely  to  have,  and  such  as  I  can  beg  or  borrow,  I 
give  to  the  poor.  No  revolution  will  get  much  out 
of  me  I " 

"Except  your  blood  when  your  head  falls  for  mis- 
leading the  people!"  -Interrupted  Ludovic,  in  a  sudden 
burst  of  fierceness. 

"My  hour  is  not  yet  come,"  said  David,  still  smiling. 
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"Till  God,  the  potter,  breaks  the  vessel  He  himself 
has  made,  no  one  else  shall  throw  it  on  the  shard- 
heap  I " 

"  A  man  named  Robespierre,  who  was  of  your  laith, 
once  presided  over  a  rather  large  pile  of  shards ! "  the 
advocate  reminded  him  with  a  sneer. 

"  Their  work  was  done,"  said  David  Alix  gently ; 
"when  mine  is— Robespierre  or  another— little  will  it 
matter  to  me." 

"And  how  much,  think  you,  will  remain  of  your 
work  a  year  after  you  are  on  the  shard-heap  ? " 

But  the  Pastor  was  not  in  the  least  put  out  by  the 
prospect 

"  Then  I  should  be  honoured  indeed,"  he  said  ; 
"there  was  Another  who  was  despised  and  rejected  of 
men  ! " 

The  Red  Republican  tossed  his  head  furiously.  It 
is  hard  to  argue  with  any  Frenchman.  It  is  im- 
possible with  a  revolutionist.  Head,  therefore,  was  no 
good.  So  David  Alix  made  a  last  appeal  to  the 
heart— which  sometimes,  under  an  infinity  of  husk, 
remains  strangely  sound  at  the  kernel. 

"If  ever  you  are  in  dire  need,"  he  called  after 
Ludovic,  as  he  left  him,  "  remember  that  my  Master 
is  He  Who  forgives  sin,  and  that  my  sister  and  I  will 
come  from  the  ends  of  the  earth  to  help  you  ! " 

But  the  revolutionary  held  his  way  towards  his  fate, 
without  answering  or  giving  the  least  sign.  Never-' 
theless  his  armour  was  jointed.     He  had  heard. 
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CHAPTER    XXr. 
THE   RED   REVOLT 

j^UDOVIC  VILLARS  had  taken  the  straight  road 

to  ,•.!'"'  "^'^'^^  '"'^"^^  ''  Ly°"^-     He  meant 

o  join  the  men  of  the  i8th  March  who  had  raised 

^e  red  flag  of  the  Commune.     From  every  comer  of 

Europe  men  were  hastening  to   Paris  on  a  similar 

cT^'^^T  T  *^'  P^''°«°PJ^^'-  of  revolution.  Blanqui, 
called  "Le  Vieux."  to  mere  desperadoes  in  search  of 
plunder  and  office.  Paris  drew  to  her  the  Children  of 
Reyolt_^  It  was  a  Cave  of  Adullam  without  a  David. 
Holy  Cty  for  dreamers  of  Utopias,  a  place  of  arms 
for  professional  cut-throats-this  fold  of  defenceless 
sheep  which  had  called  in  the  wolves  to  govern  it 

And,  in  good  truth,  the  wolves  hastened  thither  in 
packs   each  snarling  at  the  other,  lest  his  neighbour 
should  forestall  him  at  the  banquet     A  .d  of  alf  theL 
beasts  of  prey  on  the  gallop  towards  the  City  of  Light 
lately  the  envy  of  the  nations,  none  fiercer  or  more 
unscrupulous  took  the  road  than  Ludovic  Villars.  son 
of  the  disgraced  banker  of  St.  Gabriel.     He  was  not 
only  a  workman  skilled  in  his  trade,  and  therefore  of 
the  people,  but  also  a  trained  lawyer,  ready  with  his 
pen.  fluent  and  persuasive  in  speech,  and  convinced 
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the  rich  "^^  ^^^"^  ^""^  "^"^  "^'^^  ^^  ^°'  *^^""'^* 
In  reahty,  this  was  chiefly  the  rancour  of  an  em- 
bittered  youth,  raging  at  the  hardness  of  fate,  and 
condemned  to  grow  to  manhood  in  a  region  where 
stams  upon  family  honour  are  counted  much  worse 
than  personal  transgressions. 

But  when  Ludovic,  the  lettered  artisan,  the  woukl-be 
insurgent,  arrived  within  the  region  of  Paris,  he  found 
that  he  was  already  too  late.     The  city  was  blocked 
by  the  troops  of  Versailles.     New  regiments,  released 
from    their  captivity   in    Germany,   were   constantly 
amvmg.  and  soon  the  late  captain  of  the  "  Bassins  " 
band  found  himself  in  a  position   of  great  danger. 
After  bemg  foiled  in  several  attempts  on  the  east  and 
south,  he  made  a  great  detour  to  try  his  fortune  on 
the  north.    At  St  Denis  he  fell  in  with  a  party  of 
Germans.  Uhlans  of  the  Beriin  regiment,  and  being 
unable  to  give  any  satisfactory  account  of  his  pre- 
sence there,  he  was  handed  over  to  the  authorities  of 
Versailles. 

Here  he  chanced  upon  a  piece  of  "good  fortune. 
He  might  have  passed  immediately  to  prison,  and 
perhaps  before  a  firing-party  on  the  plateau  of 
bartory  but  that  in  the  examining  magistrate  before 
whom  he  appeared,  he  recognised  a  companion  of 
the  law  school  of  Montpellier. 

"  Gustave  I ' 

''  Ludovic ! " 

All  the  impulsive  Midi  cried  aloud  unanimously 
and  as  prisoner  and  magi.=trate  embraced  each  other 
shrugs  and  smiles  went  the  round  of  the  gendarmes 
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and   officers  assembled  in   the  cabinet  of  the  Juge 
d' instruction. 

Well  it  was  for  Ludovic  Villars  that  the  reign  of  the 
councils  of  war  sitting  in  permanence  had  not  yet 
begun.     Yet  there  was  enough  to  render  him  unquiet. 

The  sight  at  Asni^res  of  half-a-dozen  men  in  the 
uniform  of  the  National  Qtlards  set  against  a  wall 
and  shot  for  the  crime  of  being  caught  breakfasting 
in  an  inn  on  the  wrong  side  of  the  river,  had 
suddenly  cooled  his  revolutionary  ardours.  He  was 
willing  to  fight— indeed,  he  felt  the  wrongs  of  the 
workers  as  strongly  as  ever.  But  these  six  live  men, 
in  a  moment  fallen  so  limp  and  so  ignoble,  achieved 
the  transformation  of  the  revolted  patriot  into  the 
lawyer  of  the  bar  of  Montpellier. 

"  Why,  Villars,  what  are  you  doing  here  > "  demanded 
his  friend,  "  and  how  came  you  into  the  hands  of  the 
Germans  ? " 

"  I  was  escaping  from  Paris,"  said  Ludovic  readily , 
"I  came  up  to  see  what  could  be  done  as  to  my 
father's  inheritance.  I  wish  to  clear  his  memory  from 
stain.  I  have  discovered  recently  that  he  died  a  rich 
man  in  Switzerland." 

"  Very  proper,"  said  his  friend ;  "  depend  upon  me 
to  aid  you  when  the  time  comes.  But,  in  the  mean- 
time, there  is  nothing  to  be  done— no  judges,  no 
courts,  nothing  but  what  you  see.  We  are  just 
emerging  from  chaos.  But  you  used  to  be  ready  with 
your  tongue.  Let  me  see,  were  you  not  imprisoned 
under  the  Empire .?  That  .should  stand  in  your  favour. 
You  will  get  something  good  from  Gambetta.  Besides, 
he  loves  us  who  are  of  his  country.     Crhors  is  near  to 

176 


The  Red  Revolt 


Montpellier  and  next  door  to  Provence.  But  I  counsel 
you  not  to  show  yourself  too  advanced.  Here  at 
Versailles  it  is  easy  that  does  it.     The  reaction   ', 

to  defend  Stand  on  the  left  centre,  as  I  do  myself. 
Meanwhile,  come  to  lunch  with  me.  and  I  will  intro- 
duce you  to  Gambetta  in  the  afternoon  " 

Valreas  was  as  good  as  his  word,  and  though  the 
Dictator  had  for  the  moment  lost  his  omnip'j^ence 
and  some  of  his  popularity  in  the  Assembly,  he  had 
yet  great  influence  privately.  All  the  world  knew 
that  when  the  fury  of  reaction  should  have  spent  itself 
he  must  again  lead  France.  ' 

finlV^^'^-  ^^^  "°y''^  '""""^  P'^^"*'^«  '"  administra- 
tion  Ludovic  was  taken  into  the  bureau  of  the  Prefect 

hLf  rrS'^'"-  1  "?''  ^^  ^^"  ^^^^^  -°"  -nvinced 

If  Te  had        ""J';'  ^"^  '^^  "°  ^^^-^'  ^"d  that. 
If  he  had  succeeded  in  passing  into  the  city  to  take 

b:Ll  bkyit"""  ""^^' ''-'  ^"'^  ^''^'^'y  'y 

As  was  his  habit.  Ludovic  juggled  curiously  with 
his  conscience.     He  was.  he  told  himself,  no  turn- 
coat.    He  was  as  earnest  a  revolutionary  as  ever,  but 
the  moment  was  not  propitious.     He  must  mount  the 
staircase  of  power  before  he  could  be  of  use  to  his 
friends.      One  thing  troubled   him.      He   had   been 
concerned  m  the  abortive  Communist  rising  at  Lyons 
He  had  written  many  letters  to  Assi.  whom  he  had 
known  previously  during  the  famous  Carmieux  strike. 
He  had  assured  the  chiefs  in  Paris  that  both  the  great 
towns  of  Lyons  and  Marseilles  would  hoist  the  red 
«ag  at  the  first  attack  upon  the  capital. 
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Placed  as  he  was  in  the  offices  of  the  Procurator, 
Ludovic  was  made  uneasy  by  the  denunciations  which 
came  pouring  in.  It  was  possible  at  any  moment 
that  the  letters  he  had  written  might  in  like  manner 
turn  up  to  accuse  him.  Nay,  was  it  not  likely  that 
the  Commune  of  Paris  would  publish  them  in  their 
own  •*  Official  Gazette  "  in  order  to  put  heart  into  their 
followers,  and  to  prove  to  them  that  they  did  not 
stand  alone. 

His  friend,  Gustave  Valreas,  having  been  relieved 
from  his  post  of  instructional  judge  by  the  advent  of 
military  authority  and  martial  law,  had  gone  back  to 
purely  civil  functions.  His  bureau  was  established  in 
another  and  opposite  wing  of  the  department  to  which 
Ludovic  Villars  was  attached.  The  great  and  ready,  if 
sometimes  shallow,  sympathy  of  the  south  grew  up 
between  these  two.  They  became  inseparable.  They 
lunched  and  dined  together,  and  in  that  overcrowded 
Versailles  of  the  later  Commune,  were  for  a  time 
glad  to  share  the  same  bedroom  on  the  fourth  floor 
of  a  cheap  hotel,  swarming  with  the  rank  and  file  of 
the  public  offices. 

Valreas  was  in  all  respects  a  pattern  official.  His 
ideas  were  few,  slow,  and  mediocre,  but  he  understood 
his  business,  and  within  its  limits  was  competent.  He 
had  at  Versailles  few  friends  and  no  intimates,  except 
his  old  college  companion — his  "  copai'n,"  as  he  called 
him.  Indeed,  only  the  love  of  his  native  province 
moved  Valreas.  Outside  of  his  enthusiasm  for  la  petite 
patrie  he  clothed  himself  with  the  cold  imperturb- 
ability of  a  man  of  the  north. 

Vet  to  him  Ludovic  told  such  a  version  of  his  story 
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M  it  was  possible  to  put  before  a  magistrate.     He 
showed  h.m  his  father's  papers,  which  he  had  sent  for 
from  h,s  aunt  in  St.  Gabriel.   The  failure  had  certainly 
not  been  honourable,  agreed  Valreas,  but  the  creditors 
were  few.  and.  for  the  country,  rich  men.     If  money 
could  be  got  together,  he  had  no  doubt  that  Ludovic 
might  effect  a  composition  with  them.    Nay.  he  would 
gladly  charge  himself  with  the  affair  whenever  the  son 
felt  himself  in  a  position  to  clear  his  father's  honour 
It  was  a  noble  and  disinterested  thing  to  do   the 
magistrate  added,  because  after  all  France  was  wide 
and    Ludovic    was    not    shut    in    to    choose    eithe^ 
^t  Gabriel  or  even  Provence  as  a  residence.     Out- 
side these  places  no  one  had  ever  heard  either  of  his 
lather  or  of  himself. 

Having  made  this  good  beginning.  Ludovic  Villars 
cautiously  approached  the  matter  which  he  had  really 

H      K*^    y     '"'  ^"'^  ^"  y°"^^^"^  headstrongness 
!v  i!^"  condemned   under    the    Empire    for 

sedition^  This  on  his  release,  had  for  a  time  made 
him  a  hater  of  all  authority.  He  had  even  been  led 
mto  greater  extremes.  He  had  been  the  captain  of  a 
band  o(unhcei.sed /ranc.n'rer^rs  in  the  eastern  depart- 
ments,  and  had  been  drawn  by  the  //an  of  his  corps 
into  proceedings  which,  he  was  now  aware,  could  not 
be  defended. 

Valr^Ir    ^^    ^^""*"^    '"    ^^    country?"    asked 

nf'ir  nT  '^"'""^  °"'  °^  J"*^  '"'°  ^«  direction 
of  the  Doubs  sweeping  all  such  Free  Companies  as 
ours  out  of  the  way.  and  shooting  us  out  of  hand 
whenever  they  could  catch  us." 
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••  In  that  case  you  have  little  to  fear,  save  private 
vendettas.  But  is  there  nothing  else,  Villars  ?  I  know 
your  hot  blood." 

"  I  will  tell  you."  .said  Ludovic,  with  real  solemnity 
and  some  fear ;  "  I  knc  hat  I  can  depend  upon  you. 
The  matter  is,  that  I  was  at  Lyons  during  the  troubles 
there.  I  was  one  of  those  who  received  the  delegates 
from  Paris,  and  in  my  capacity  of  advocate  I  was 
charged  to  draw  up  the  replies." 

"Signing  them  with  your  own  hand?"  asked 
Valreas,  looking  as  grave  as  his  companion. 

"No,  not  so  bad  as  that,"  said  Ludovic,  "but  in 
corresponding  afterwards  with  the  Commune  at  Paris, 
I  had  the  incredible  folly  to  sign  my  name  and  quality  I 
It  was  a  mere  piece  of  vanity." 

"Ah,"  said  Valreas,  in  a  low  tone,  "that  is  bad 
What  made  you  do  th^  i '  You  I'sed  to  be  farther- 
sighted  at  Montpellier,  where  they  called  you  the  Fox. 
Surely  you  could  not  suppose  that  these  men,  the 
scum  of  the  Paris  workshops,  could  possibly  succeed 
against  France  ? " 

"But,"  Ludovic  objected,  "at  that  time  none  of  us 
knew  that  the  battle  would  be  against  France.  The 
Bordeaux  people  were  discredited  by  the  shameful 
treaty,  the  soldiers  made  bitter  by  the  disgrace  of 
unbroken  defeats.  They  had  fraternised  with  the 
revolutionists  before  ;  they  easily  might  again.  In- 
deed, on  the  1 8th  of  March  they  did  so ! " 
Valreas  shook  his  head  with  gloomy  contempt. 
"True,  there  are  many  who  have  dipped  as  deep 
as  you,"  he  said  ;  "the  Mayors  of  Paris,  for  example. 
Only  they  made  their  peace  earlier;  they  stopped  short 
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M^i, '""""'"•   "  "  """'• '  f"'-  *°° '»'« f"  you 

to  make  any  peace  by  confe«io„.  We  may  only  hope 
that  these  «^ur»ed  letters  may  not  turn  up  to  spoil  a 
ve|y  promising  career.    That  charge  of  youn,  yZcr- 

tmkj"  '"*  ""  ^"'"^  P""""'  ""  """^ 
"What,  then,  would  you  advise  me  to  d).'"  said 
Ludovic.  "It  is  not  so  much  that  I  care  abo^ 
myseIC  as  that  have  a  work  before  me  which  ough 
to  be  done-which  must  be  done,  if  I  am  to  retrieve 
my  father's  good  name." 

"I  understand"  said  Valreas.  reaching  out  a  hand 
to  h.s  fnend  ;  "for  myself.  I  do  not  blame  your  heart. 
Lti^I  /  J""f  .^°"S^-'"Jate  you  on  your  judgment. 
St.1^  I  had  not  just  been  released  from  prison  when 
I   chose  my  s.de.  and  I  judge  no  man   harshly  for 

lim^Is "         "  ^^"""^  *"'  ^^^P'^  ^"   ^^^'^    '^^Sh 

«-'.^n"  ^!."  '^'"'^  *^^*  ^^'''^  ''  "°  ^^°P«  for  me?" 
said  Villars  despondently. 

"By  no  means,   my  friend."  said   Valreas.     "See 
here.      Continue   your  work   and   establish  a  pood 
reputation  here.     That  will  always  serve  you  in  the 
future,  and  no  one  knows  what  turns  there  may  be  of 
fortunes  wheel.     Now  listen!    Whatever  accusation 
.s  made  against  you  will  assuredly  pass,  if  not  under 
my  hands,  at  least  through  my  department     There- 
fore do  you  tranquilly  go  on      i^h  your  work.     You 
can  see  the  windows  of  my  bureau  from  where  you 
sit-straight  across  the  quadrangle  yonder.     If  any- 
thing  bad  comes  out.  I  will   spill  some  ink  on  my 
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will  make  a  famous  black  danger-signal  on  the  white 
wall." 

"But  at  night  ?"  objected  Ludovia 
"The  nights  are  short  at  present.  I  will  have  a 
camp-bed  placed  in  my  closet,  and  sleep  there  on 
pretext  of  pressure  of  work.  It  is  necessary  in  order 
that  I  may  be  of  use  to  you  that  you  and  I  should 
not  be  seen  together.  Besides,  such  devotion  to  duty 
will  bring  its  own  reward." 

They  separated  after  this  talk,  each  to  his  own 
business,  but  the  heart  of  Ludovic  Villars  grew  each 
day  more  troubled  and  anxious,  as  the  work  of  sub- 
duing the  insurgent  city  7went  forward  Danger  he 
had  no  objection  to  looking  in  the  face,  but  waiting 
interminably  on  for  the  axe  to  fall— that,  he  owned, 
was  another  matter. 

Worst  of  all,  in  his  heart  of  hearts  he  saw  the  failure 
of  all  his  ambitions.     He  had  set  out  to  make  himself 
the  tribune  of  the  hard-driven  city  toiler.    At  the  head 
of  such  a  movement  he  had  seen  himself  conquering 
an   old    and    rotten    social   order.      That  hope  had 
foundered  under  his  feet.     The  conviction   that  he 
was  not  strong  enough  for  these  things  fell   upon 
him.     He  had  been  afraid  when   the  Germans  took 
him  at   St.  Denis ;  he  had  quaked  at  the  sight  of 
the  executions  of  Asni^res.     In  especial  he  could  not 
get  the  image  of  one  sergeant  of  the  National  Guard 
out  of  his  brain  ;  he  himself  wore  the  same  cut  of 
beard,  and — would  look  'ist  so. 

And  as  for  his  reveng  upon  these  people  away  on  the 
Upper  Doubs— supposing  th  he  had  it— would  it  not 
also  turn  into  the  gall  of  bitterness  upon  his  tongue  ? 
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pROM  crowded,  angry,  dusty  Versailles  the  tale  flies 

1       gladly  back  to  the  clear  sweet  airs  of  the  bassins 

and  the  chill   that  takes  the  brow  as  we  climb  the 

ridges  towards  Chaumont  or  that  pretty  double-doored 

cottage  of  the  little  schoolmistress. 

After  a  week  spent  on  foot  in  the  most  distant  part 
of  his  territory,  David  Alix  came  slowly  up  the  valley 
from  Le  Lac.  It  was  late  afternoon,  and  he  would 
have  given  much  to  be  able  to  visit  Jean  Heller  and 
his  wife  Anna  in  their  farm  kitchen  of  Les  Bassettes. 
The  simple  life,  the  honest  affection  of  the  united 
destiny  were  dear  to  him.  He  was  more  at  .there 
than  in  any  other  house  of  all  his  wide  and  scattered 
people.  But  he  thought  of  his  mother.  She  had  a 
curious  prejudice  against  Jean  and  Anna,  or  at  least 
against  his  going  there.  She  would  be  offended  if, 
after  so  long  an  absence,  he  played  tardy-foot  at  Les 
Bassettes. 

So  with  a  sigh  he  resigned  himself  to  pass  above 
the  white  farmhouse  and  the  little  school-cottage  with 
its  beaten-brown  playground.  Thus  he  would  be  able 
to  see  the  open  windows  of  the  schoolroom,  and  the 
outbuilding  of  the  farm.      Jean  was   evidently  busy 
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a"' riii;i'i%t*^  °"  ""  *"='''  ^S^  •»"  he  caught 
a  gl  mpse  of  Madame  Anna  with  a  brass  oreservina 

haT  thn^T"";°^""~"-2'"'«='  ""-^  he  knew 
"bTaetj^.^T""'^'^"''  ^="'"S  ready  for  the 
wh«r  aST  i  °"  ""  "^''  °f  *«  Pa«  above, 

ILd  the  hni^"J"^  ''""''^  **  '"•^'^^  ''i*  the  fruit, 
and  the  h.ll  birds  would  leave  on  every  stone  and 
boulder  the  purple  stains  of  their  orgies 
In  spite  of  what  Hermann  Falk  had  said  (or  perhaos 

mS     t"'"'"'"' "'^^  "°'  °n  'he  point  of  being  dis- 

eTr  t;  J  J"^  °^  "•'"'^"■^  ^i-^e^  «n>e  to  his 

ear,  hngermg  and  sweet  in  their  parting  sons   as    ( 

scented  by  the  thymy  slopes  between.  ^' 

Now  was  his  opportunity.    The  infants  were  cer- 
amly  commg  out,  and  it  would  be  strange  if  the  little 
«h«,Im,s^ess  did  not  accompany  them.'  BuflivW 
Ahx,  taken  with  a  sudden  panic,  which  was  not  all 
because  of  his  mother,  made  haste  to  croJZ  ",^1 
larb,  accdented  plateau  in  the  direction  of  his  home^ 
Madame    met    him    on    the    doorstep   of  vTars 
Chaumontand  kissed  him  with  unwontJ^  tende^esr 
There  was  not  a  word  of  remonstrance  as  to  his  S 
stayed  away  too  long    Nor,  what  was  still  morere 
markable,  any  question  as  to  his  route  homeward 
Did  you  get  my  letter  from  Salon  .»>' said  David 

and  far  more  juvenile  costume  than  the  severe,  short- 
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tlZVte  h"'  f'^  "  "^  "«"  "er  wont  to 
7Z:i^  '^'^  '"  """^    y--  *-  he  could 

-vIs^rjT'"  ■"'    ""'*"    ^"^"-^-^   distraitly- 
yes.  certamly  you  told  me  that  if  the  weatherTu 

3.U  woj.dco.p,ete  you.  tou.  in  the  ^^:::^^^^ 

-ofk'kS^'t?''  """^i!  ■■"  ^'  *''  «"«™«i  his 
no  moX^t  rrS*^'  "''  ■""*-  '^'  ^o"^"' 

at  Salon'^e  Meunfer  ^«  T  had  Tk  *'  '"^'^  °^  ^--^^ 

Somehow  his  mother  appeared  relieved     <;!,-  i,  j 
lost  her  sharpness  of  manner  ,n?.'  '"^'^ 

habit,  she  sho^wed  no  hr  rolooroveTSo^unt 

fp;rovar  '^'^'' '°  "-•-  "■•^  ^ood-hu-rrd 

"All  that  you  wish,  son  David,"  she  saiH  lo„i,- 
up  at  him  ..  unto  the  half  of  my  ki;gdom  r   '       ''"^ 
Jhen  she  took  his  arm  with  surprising  grace  and 

"And  Noaie.'"  cried  David-"why  has  the  irfl. 
b^t^^me  down  to  see  me  >    Sufely'L  heat 

"IhavetospeaktoyouofNoilie-thiswav  DaviHr- 
mterrupted  his  mother,  leading  the  way  in  ^'.^rl 
little  parlour  on  the  ground  floor  off  the  hall  ,,  "" 
a  r«,m  she  occupied  but  little,  and  tho^h  Sle  J^ 
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was  opened  every  day  and  closed  each  evening,  the 
place  always  smelt  a  lit*le  of  dead  rose-leaves,  furniture 
polish,  and  the  frames  of  old  engravings. 

Much  surprised,  David  Alix  followed  his  mother. 
It  was  the  first  time  in  his  life  that  Madame  had  con- 
sulted him  about  his  half-sister,  or  indeed  upon  any- 
thing connected  with  her  second  marriage. 

She  bade  him  sit  dorm,  but  he  continued  to  remain 
standing  for  some  time.  Madame  David  the  Elder 
was  evidently  perturbed,  and  her  hands,  never  restful 
at  the  best  of  times,  played  nervously  with  a  carved 
paper-knife  she  had  caught  up. 

"  Is  anything  wrong,  mother } "  said  David  tenderly. 

"Wrong — wrong?"  cried  his  mother,  with  testy 
vigour — "  why,  what  should  there  be  wrong  ? " 

"  What  is  it  about  Nodlie  ? " 

His  mother's  face  hardened,  and  she  drew  down  her 
mouth  threateningly  at  the  corners. 

"No61ie,"  she  said,  "has  been  very  unsatisfactory 
and — disobedient" 

"No^lie — disobedient!"  David  exclaimed,  aghast, 
"  impossible ! " 

His  mother  thrust  out  her  hands  as  if  to  push  him 
away,  and  a  glint  of  strange  anger  sprang  to  the  sloe- 
black  eyes. 

"  And  pray,  why  impossible  ? "  she  cried  ;  "  surely 
you  are  not  going  to  take  her  part  against  your  own 
mother ! " 

"  Nothing  was  farther  from  my  mind,"  said  David 
gently ;  "  but  as  I  do  not  yet  know  what  Noelie  has 
said  or  done,  would  I  not  be  equally  wrong  to  take 
part  against  her  ? " 
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Madame  David  the  Elder  stamped  her  foot,  and, 
suddenly  losing  all  self-control,  began  to  rail  furiously! 
"You  are  a  prig,  David,  I  have  always  known  it. 
Where  is  your  religion— where  is  your  Bible  when 
you  will  not  take  your  mother's  word  ?  Have  you 
forgotten  your  ten  commandments  ?  Do  they  mean 
nothing  to  you?  Answer  me!  Have  I  lost  both 
children  together  ?  As  for  No^lie,  I  always  knew  her 
to  be  selfish  and  without  natural  affection,  but  I  did 
think  that  I  could  depend  upon  you,  David  ! " 

With  all  the  gentleness  and  tenderness  that  was 
in  his  nature  David  set  himself  to  soothe  his  mother, 
and  to  try  and  draw  from  her  what  was  the  root 
and  crown  of  Noelie's  wrongdoing.  But  for  long  with- 
out effect.  Her  children  had  risen  in  rebel li<jn  against 
her.  She  had  often  been  warned  that  she  reared  them 
with  too  much  tenderness,  but  now  the  truth  had  come 
bitterly  home  to  her. 

"Listen,  mother,"  said  David,  sitting  down  and, 
though  she  turned  away  her  head,  laying  a  hand  upon 
his  mother's  shoulder,  "  tell  me  what  is  the  blame 
which  }'ou  have  to  lay  upon  Noelie.  Has  she  been 
disobedient  or  wilful  ? " 

"  Both,"  said  his  mother,  "  and  yet  she  has  covered 
them  over  so  well  that  when  I  tell  you,  you  are  certain 
to  take  her  part  against  me ! " 

David  was  silent,  knowing  that  his  mother  would 
not  be  content  to  let  the  matter  rest  thus.  Nor  was 
he  mistaken.  She  broke  out  again,  upon  himself  this 
time. 

"And  you,  you  yourself  have  been  the  cause  of  all 
this " 
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•'  I,  mother  ?"   David  was  amazed  beyond  measure. 

"  Yes,  you,"  repeated  more  loudly  the  angry  woman 
—"you  brought  the  Herr  Military  Chaplain  Falk  here 
to  this  house,  and  now,  if  you  please,  No^lie  has  her 
head  turned  about  him  !  " 

David  could  hardly  check  the  laugh  that  rose  to  his 
lips.  But  his  trained  professional  gravity  saved  him 
—and  indeed  he  did  not  laugh  much  except  when,  as 
m  the  present  case,  taken  completely  by  surprise 

"  Hermann  Falk-dear  old  Falk ! "  he  exclaimed 
"  Impossible,  mother ! " 

And  he  remained  divided  in  astonishment  between 
his  mother's  strange  infatuation  with  regard  to  No^lie, 
ind  the  astounding  fact  that  she  called  the  King  of 
Prussia's  servant  by  his  *brmal  title. 

"The  Herr  Military  Chaplain  Falk,"  he  murmured 
to  himself,  "and  my  mother  comes  from  Alsace  I" 

"  It  IS  true,"  she  said,  becoming  more  excited  by  his 
silence;  «I  found  them  sitting  together.  He  had 
Noche's  hand  in  his,  and  was  pretending  to  tell  her 
fortune ! " 

"  The  hardened  ruffian  I  "  muttered  David,  but  under 
his  breath. 

"Of  course  I  ordered  No^lie  instantly  out  of  the 
room,  and  she  had  the  assurance  to  ask  why  I " 

"  What  depravity  I "  thought  David.  But  his  mind 
accustomed  to  take  the  tone  of  others'  moods,  divined 
easily  that  something  was  concealed  under  all  this 

"Well,  mo  her,"  he  said,  "I  do  not  see  that  "any 
great  harm  has  been  done.     Remember  that  you  have 
left  No^lie  to  nurse  my  friend  all  these  many  weeks 
He  is  older  and  wiser  than  our  little  one,  and  I  will 
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pledge  my  honour  that  no  word  or  thought  of  his  has 
not  been  to  his  honour.     He  is  incapable  of  deceit " 

« Oh,"  said  Madame  quickly,  "  I  am  not  blamine 
the  Herr  Military  Chaplain  and  I  make  not  the  least 
doubt  that  he  wcs  heartily  sick  of  such  girlish  folly 
He  IS  a  man  of  mature  years  and  ripe  faculties." 

"  He  is  six  years  my  senior,"  said  David,  «  and  holds 
a  great  position  in  his  own  country.  If  he  should 
marry,  his  wife  would  be  both  a  happy  and  an  honoured 
woman." 

J' I  do  not  say  to  the  contrary,"  said  his  mother, 

but  It  IS  out  of  the  question  to  think  of  anything  of 

the  kind  in  No^Iie's  case!    She  is  a  mere  child,  and 

half-a-dozen  years  hence  it  will  be  quite  soon  enough 

to  thmk  of  marriage !  " 

"  Has  it  ever  occurred  to  you,  mother,"  he  con- 
tinued, "that  in  a  year  No^lie  will  be  her  own 
mistress } " 

Madame  Villars  started  as  if  stung.  Her  pale  face 
flushed  crimson.  "  Nodlie  will  never  be  her  own  mis- 
tress till  I  choose,"  she  cried;  "every  penny  of  her 
fathers  money  is  mine  as  long  as  I  live.  Hold— I 
will  prove  it  to  you ! " 

"  Do  not,  I  beg  of  you,  mother,"  said  David,  again 
restraimng  her  with  gentle  compulsion;  "I  have  no 
right,  and  I  desire  to  know  nothing  of  such  things 
But  I  did  not  speak  of  money.  You  will  remember 
that  /  have  to  ask  your  permission  to  marry,  because 
I  am  a  French  subject.  But  both  you  and  No^ie  are 
Swiss  subjects.  So  in  a  year  No^lie  will  be  free  to 
marry  whomsoever  she  likes." 
"Then  she  will  be  a  pauper."  cried  Madame,  rising 
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to  her  feet,  "she  shall  beg  her  bread  from  door  to 
door.  No,  I  will  not  sit  down,  David.  Not  a  penny 
of  money  shall  she  ever  handle  if  she  marries  against 
my  will." 

"  But  what,"  the  Pastor  continued,  with  the  still 
gentle  persistence  which  made  him  formidable—"  what 
if  No^lie  were  determined  to  wed  a  rich  man— or  for 
that  matter  a  poor  one— she  could  do  it  without  your 
permission," 

"  You  would  say,  if  you  dared,  that  the  Herr  Chap- 
Iain  is  a  rich  man  and  that  you  would  marry  them 
willingly.  I  thought  as  much.  I  knew  to  which  side 
your  sympathies  would  lean." 

"  I  said  nothing  of  the  kind,"  said  David.  "  I  was 
only  supposing  what  I  hope  will  never  happen— that 
our  house  should  be  divided  against  itself." 

"  I  decline  to  consider  such  a  thing,"  cried  Madame 
David  the  Elder ;  "  I  will  be  obeyed  within  my  own 
house,  by  Noelie  and  by  you  also." 

"  I  trust  that  I  shall  never  be  found  wanting  in  any 
filial  duty,"  said  David  gravely.  But  secretly  he 
.shrugged  his  shoulders  at  his  mother's  infatuation,  and 
was  not  a  little  perturbed  how  to  act  He  felt  im- 
potent against  anger  so  foolish  and  futile.  But  a  new 
thought  struck  him. 

"  I  have  been  at  Morteau,  and  there  I  saw  the  officials 
of  the  new  Government  from  Paris.  So  far  as  the 
Germans  are  concerned,  peace  is  made.  Hermann  is 
therefore  at  liberty  to  return  home  as  soon  as  he  is 
sufikiently  recovered." 

"  But  he  is  far  from  being  well,"  broke  in  Madame ; 
"indeed,  since  I  took  his  nursing  in  hand,  I  have  been 
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able  to  find  out  two  or  three  symptoms  that  have 
escaped  all  the  doctors.  One  of  these  is  an  extreme 
melancholy." 

"Do  you,  then,  wish  me  to  use  my  influence  with 
No^he  and  to  what  purpose?"  David  asked,  resigning 
himself  to  the  ungrateful  task  of  adjusting  these 
feminme  troubles. 

To  this  at  first  Madame  returned  no  answer.  She 
had  indeed  been  on  the  point  of  saying  brusquely, 
Certainly  you  shall  not  see  No^lie  with  my  good- 
will. But  the  thought  that  she  could  not  hope 
permanently  to  sequester  her  daughter  in  the  house 
of  Chaumont  caused  her  to  agree  to  his  proposal.  She 
produced  a  key  from  her  pocket  and  threw  it  across 
the  table. 

"What,"  said  David,  starting  and  flushing  with  secret 
indignation,  "surely  you  have  never  locked  her  in  >" 

"But  I  have,"  cried  his  mother,  "and  what  is  more, 
I  will  keep  her  there  till  she  confesses  to  me,  and  gives 
me  the  promise  to  which,  as  her  mother,  I  have  the 
right.  But  go  to  her  and  prove  that  you  have  not 
used  all  your  good  counsel  upon  strangers,  and  that 
you  can  still  lead  a  rebellious  girl  to  contrition  and 
obedience  to  her  mother  and  to  the  commandments 
of  God. 

David,  troubled  in  heart  and  uncertain  what  to  say 
when  he  should  find  himself  face  to  face  with  his  sister 
went  slowly  upstairs,  knitting  his  brows,  the  key  of  his 
sister  s  door  swinging  on  his  finger. 
He  knocked,  but  got  no  reply  from  within 
"Poor  No^lie,"  he  thought,  "this  is  hard  on  her 
bhe  15  humiliated-perhaps  crying.     I  have  seen  her 
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like  that  when  she  had  chanced  to  fall  across  mother 
on  one  of  her  black  days." 

He  turned  the  key  in  the  lock,  and  knocked  again 
before  entering. 

"It  is  I,  Javid,"  he  said.  "Where  are  you.  little 
one  ? " 

But  there  was  still  the  same  silence,  and  with  a 
bound  he  was  within  the  apartment  No^lie's  last 
meal,  placed  there  by  her  mother,  lay  untouched  on 
the  table.     But  Noelie  was  not  anywhere  in  the  room 
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of  his  mother's  best  Cashmere  shawls  thrown  about 
his  shoulders.  A  book  was  on  Hermann's  knees,  but 
to  all  appearance  he  had  been  dreamily  regarding  the 
evening  light  reddening  the  slopes  and  ridges  of  the 
Swiss  Jura. 

He  turned  with  a  smile  of  welcome  on  his  face, 
with,  as  it  seemed,  some  expectancy  also,  which  may 
have  been  because  he  had  heard  on  the  stair  without 
the  firm  footstep  of  David  Alix.  His  face  fell  a  little 
when  Madame  burst  impetuously  in  upon  him.  He 
regarded  her  wonderingly  without  speaking. 

"  Have  you  seen  Noilie  ? "  she  cried,  without  any 
prelude  of  greeting. 

"Seen  No^lie?"  repeated  the  Military  Chaplain. 
"  Why,  I  thought  she  was  ill.  I  have  not  had  a  visit 
from  my  little  nurse  for  a  week  ! " 

*'  Then  you  know  nothing  about  her  leaving  the 
house  ? "  Madame  demanded,  going  up  close  to 
Hermann  Falk  and  looking  him  fixedly  in  the  eyes. 
The  Chaplain  of  the  Colbergers  shook  his  head,  and 
looked  over  Madame's  shoulder  at  David  for  an  ex- 
planation. Why,  he  wondered,  should  such  a  question 
be  asked  of  him  ?  What  was  it  that  Madame  Villars 
could  possibly  suspect  ? 

But  he  did  not  speak  out  this  protest.  He  had 
been  greatly  indebted  to  all  in  that  house,  and  besides, 
in  a  little,  he  meditated  philosophically,  David  would 
tell  him  all  about  it. 

"  I  can  only  regret,"  he  answered  composedl}',  "  that 
I  have  not  had  the  chance  of  informing  myself  as  to 
your  daughter's  plans.  As  you  know,  I  only  see  what 
passes  immediately  beneath  my  window." 
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.f^  I'u   "^  ««"»'««ng  carefully  from  the  Germa.. 
tilted     No  one,  however,  could  mistake  his  perfect 

Zrl  1       """:  •""«'  *'''P'>'  ""  h"  heeT  ar 
«ent  out,  leaving  the  two  men  gating  bewildered  it 

Z.-       ^'""'^^"'  f°°««=P'  »s  they  rang  sharp  on 

of  the  d '"'^'-r'  "'  "^''  ""^  -''•  «"=  banking 

ehous,     tT      .^''°  "''"'  '°  ""=  "«""  body  of 
the  house^     Then  he  gently  closed  that  of  Hermann" 

room  and  came  back  to  his  friend  near  the  wfnlw 

si.emforat°n7m°:utf  "'"''°-'-^"'  ^^  '»«'  -« 
"What  is  all  this  about?"  said  David.     "I  have 
been  away  for  a  week,  and  now  I  do  not  in  the  least 
know  what  anybody  means,  least  of  all  my  mc^her." 

I  wish  I  could  enlighten  you,"  said  the  ChanL;,, 
meeting  his  eye  frankly,  ..but  the  truth  is  I  u'd  ' 
stand  as  little  about  it  as  you-Iess  perhap^.  eZ 
since  you  went  away.  Madame,  your  good  mother  has 
waited  upon  me  herself,  and  that  with  wonderful  kind- 
ness. But  when  I  asked  for  Mademoiselle  Noil  e  , 
was  informed  that  she  was  in  her  room,  much  fa^gu^ 
and  unable  to  come  down."  '""guea, 

"Would  you  like  to  know  what  prevented  her > » 
said  David,  a  little  grimly,  and  he  held  oTthe  er 
find?  7  1  """'■  *■"■*•  '"  'h«  bewilderment  o^ 
han^^TK"  f"""'  ^  ^^  instinctively  kept  in  hk 
hand.  The  two  men  looked  steadily  at  each  other 
but  It  was  a  look  of  undimmed  confidence  ' 

■■It  appears  to  me  that  I  have  been  long  enough 
with  you,"  said  the  Military  Chaplain,  smiling 
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"  Or  not  long  enough,"  retorted  David  Alix. 
"  Come,  Hermann,  let  us  get  to  the  bottom  of  this 
as  far  as  we  can.  Be  sure  that  my  mother  will  do 
all  that  is  necessary  to  find  No^lie  and  to  bring  her 
home." 

"  Very  well,"  said  the  Chaplain.  "  I  can  only 
believe  that  Madame  has  thought  so  meanly  of  me 
that  she  suspects  me  of  making  love  to  her  daughter 
under  her  roof." 

"  Or,"  struck  in  David,  '•  that  she  believes  No^lie  is 
in  danger  of  doing  the  same  thing." 

This  time  the  Chaplain  flushed  brightly  enough, 
and  waved  his  hand  deprecatingly,  but  not  ill-pleased. 

"That  is  impossible — a  rough  old  fellow  like  me  !  " 
he  muttered ;  "  besides,  I  never  thought  of,  never  hoped 
for,  such  a  thing.  We  were,  as  you  know,  a  great  deal 
thrown  together.  She  read  to  me  charmingly.  She 
spoke  my  language,  which  was  like  home  to  a  sick 
man,  and  waited  on  me  with  the  most  perfect  patience. 
But  in  all  she  was  only  the  child,  simple,  playful,  and 
charming,  whom  you  know  1 " 

"  And  has  anything  happened  during  the  week 
since  I  saw  you  ? "  David  asked. 

"  Little  enough,  except  what  I  tell  you,"  the  Chap- 
lain answered.  "Madame  replaced  her  daughter  in 
my  chamber.  She  spent  a  great  part  of  each  day  with 
me.  She  read  to  me  from  the  book  that  No61ie  had 
left  unfinished,  and  in  every  detail  undertook  to  supply 
her  place.  Often  I  remonstrated  with  her,  because 
I  knew  how  busy  she  must  be.  She  must  not,  I 
represented,  neglect  her  house  and  business  for  a  lame 
dog  who  could  amuse  himself  well  enough  with  his 
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book  and  the  window.  But  except  when,  out  of 
politeness,  I  asked  for  Mademoiselle  No^lie  every 
morning,  her  name  was  never  mentioned  Madame 
answered  simply  that  she  was  still  indisposed." 

David  thought  deeply,  striving  to  fathom  the 
mystery  of  his  mother's  conduct ;  but,  perhaps  because 
he  was  her  son,  none  appeared  to  him. 

"All  /  know  is  that  as  soon  as  I  arrived  mother 
accused  Noelie  of  disobedience  and  undutifulness," 
he  said.  «  But  I  understood  it  as  merely  some  hasti- 
ness of  temper  on  one  side  or  the  other,  which  would 
soon  blow  over  if  let  alone." 

"  But  Noelie,"  said  the  Chaplain,  knitting  his  brows  ; 
"  I  do  not  understand.    Has  she  really  left  the  house  > " 

"  Noelie  is  too  good  a  girl  to  cause  unnecessary 
pam,"  said  David,  "but  she  has  much  quick  spirit, 
and  might  do  a  foolish  act  without  considering  the 
consequences." 

"Well,  you  must  seek  her,"  said  the  Chaplain; 
"come  and  tell  me  as  soon  as  you  have  a  clue.  I 
should  never  forgive  myself  if " 

But  David  interrupted  him.  "  I  decline  as  yet  to 
take  any  serious  view  of  the  business.  There  has 
been  a  quarrel  after  the  week  of  confinement  in  her 
room.  As  likely  as  not  she  is  to  be  found  at  the  top 
of  one  of  the  trees  in  the  orchard  ! " 

David  went  down  and  left  Hermann  Falk  alone 
The  Military  Chaplain  let  his  pipe  go  out,  and  with 
his  eyes  fixed  on  the  distant  horizon  meditated 
deeply. 

"Clearly,"  he  said  to  himself,  as  he  watched  the 
mists  gather  in  the  valleys  towards  Le   Lochle.  "I 
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must  get  out  of  this  as  soon  as  possible.  It  will 
never  do  for  Hermann  Falk  to  set  up  as  Lovelace 
in  his  old  age.  And  how  I  am  to  repay  these  good 
people,  I  know  not.  Hermann,  Hermann,  if  only 
you  had  a  dozen  years  less  to  your  reckoning — and 
were  not  more  afraid  of  a  slip  of  a  girl  than  of  a 
French  battery !  Ah,  well— it  will  soon  be  over,  and 
you  back  preaching  against  the  folly  of  men  and 
women  in  the  Altkirche  from  the  excellent  text, 
*  Physician,  heal  thyself  I' " 
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CHAPTER  XXIV. 

THE   TRAIL   OF   THE   WILD   CAT 

nURING  David's  absence  a  ladder  had  been  found 
^  leaning  against  the  wall  of  the  orchard  at  a  place 
where  an  escalade  was  easy  enough.  But  there  was 
no  evidence  tc  show  how  it  had  found  its  way  there, 
and  the  pavement  beneath  No^lie's  windo  was  too 
hard  to  show  any  imprint.  All  that  was  .ear  was 
that,  if  she  had  really  escaped,  she  could  not  have 
done  it  without  assistance  from  without 

Madame  had  taken  her  dinner  up  at  the  family 
hour  of  noon,  and  it  remained  untouched  on  the  table 
where  she  had  laid  it  down.  Noelie  had  been  sitting 
with  her  back  to  the  door  when  her  mother  entered. 
She  had  risen  respectfully,  as  always,  and  had  stood 
with  her  head  bowed  and  her  eyes  on  the  carpet 
while  her  mother  remained  in  the  room.  But  Madame, 
being  exceedingly  displeased,  turned  sharply  about 
and  marched  out  without  uttering  a  word.  She  ad- 
mitted now  that  she  believed  that  she  heard  sobbing 
as  the  door  closed.  But  she  had  persevered,  in  the 
hope  and  confidence  that  tht  heart  of  her  rebellious 
daughter  was  being  softened. 

"  Would  such  a  course  have  softened  you,  mother 
when  you  were  Nodie's  age  ? "  David  asked,  in  that 
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gentle  voice  at  which  even  an  angiy  woman  could 
hardly  take  offence. 

••/  was  never  rebellious  or  disobedient  to  my 
mother  ! "  snapped  Madame. 

"  I  have  heard,"  continued  David,  "that  my  maternal 
grandmother  died  when  you  were  a  baby,  and  also  it 
has  been  whispered  to  me  how  a  certain  young  lady 
of  Alsace  ran  away  from  her  home  to  marry  a  poor 
pastor  of  the  Reformed  faith ! " 

"  This  is  no  time  to  jest,"  said  his  mother  impatiently, 
*'  nor  is  there  now  any  question  of  marriage— we  must 
find  your  sister,  and  make  her  come  back  instantly." 

"  To  be  locked  up  > "  David  ventured.  "  I  fear  that 
will  be  a  poor  inducement.  Have  I  your  authority  to 
say  that  you  forgive  everything  if  J  find  her  ?  And 
also  to  promise  that  she  shall  not  again  be  shut  up  > 
She  is  really  too  old  to  be  treated  like  a  naughty 
child." 

"  Let  her  then  cease  to  be  a  naughty  child  I "  cried 
his  mother,  and  hastened  out  of  the  room  to  escape 
further  argument 

By  this  time  the  chdteau  swarmed  like  a  hive. 
Messengers  were  sent  out  in  every  direction,  while 
the  boatmen  on  the  lake  of  Brenets  plied  up  and 
down  in  the  clear  green  waters,  searching  out  each 
cave  and  inlet 

It  was  indeed  strange  how,  from  a  frequented  house, 
between  the  hours  of  noon  and  six  of  a  summer  day,' 
a  young  girl  had  been  able  to  escape  without  a  soul 
having  seen  her.  The  sun  had  shone  without  a  single 
cloud  all  the  afternoon.  There  had  been  a  slight 
wind  from  the  north  which  had  loomed  out  the  valley 
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haze,  and  the  air  was  so  translucent  that  a  figure 
could  be  seen  in  any  direction  for  miles,  either  ap- 
proachmg  or  leaving  the  house  of  Villars  Chaumont 

After  a  reconnaissance  through  the  orchard  and  the 
little  pine-wood  behind,  to  make  sure  that  the  truant 
was  not  hiding  among  any  of  the  tree-tops  with  a 
book  and  an  apple,  as  she  was  wont  to  do  many  and 
many  a  hot  summer  afternoon.  David  struck  across 
the  fells  m  the  direction  of  the  Hellers'  farm. 

It  was  quite  possible  that  his  sister  might  be  there 
for  Alice  Brante  and  she  had  been  friends  in  the  days 
before  the  embargo  on  intercourse  had  been  made  so 
strict  At  any  rate,  Jean  Heller  had  been  all  day 
down  by  the  bassins  at  his  hay-making.  He  would 
be  m  a  position  to  command  both  the  bridge  to  Le 
Lac  and  Les  Fins,  and  the  road  by  the  waterside 
highway  to  Morteau.  That  No^Iie  had  not  taken  the 
upper  hill  path,  David  knew  from  his  own  observation 
for  he  had  returned  home  that  way.  * 

But  at  Les  Bassettes  there  was  no  news.  Jean  had 
come  m  and  was  slashing  in  the  court  behind,  under 
the  great  chestnut,  moling  himself  after  the  heat  of 
the  day's  labour  in  the  sun.  Anna  was  setting  the 
table,  and  called  out  with  pleasure  at  sight  of  the 
Pastor  The  little  schoolmistress  had  not  yet  come 
in.  She  had  told  Anna  that  she  would  be  busy  with 
her  registers  and  school  log-book,  and  would  work 
quietly  alone  in  the  porch  of  her  cottage. 

Thither  David  hurried,  but  though  Alice  Brante 
rose  with  a  kindly  light  in  her  eyes  at  his  appearance 
she  had  neither  heard  from  nor  seen  Nodie.   Madame 
Heller  pressed  David  to  wait  and  take  supper  with 
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them,  for  he  had  eaten  little  all  day,  and  had  again 
come  out  without  anything.  But  he  was  determined 
to  press  on. 

He  knew  that  of  all  the  auxiliaries  whom  it  was 
possible  to  enlist,  the  most  hopeful  were  the  outlaw 
u  ^f  "■*'-^-^«"  a"d  his  son  the  Wild  Cat  But 
whether  he  should  be  successful  or  not  in  this 
depended  entirely  on  the  mood  in  which  he  might 
find  them.  ^ 

It  was  growing  dusk  when  the  Pastor  arrived  in 
the  vicmity  of  the  den  of  Black  Leo.  Gradually  as 
he  advanced  there  came  on  him  the  old  feeling  that 
his  movements  were  watched  by  invisible  eyes  But 
he  went  on,  calling  out  at  intervals,  "Leo.  Leo— it  is 
I,  Pastor  Mix  !  "  c"— «  »s 

He  knew  better  than  to  venture  unannounced  into 
these  solitudes.  He  knew  the  road  perfectly,  but  it 
was  with  added  confidence  that  he  saw  a  light  before 
him  on  the  face  of  the  rugged  hill.  It  was  not  steady 
but  seemed  to  flicker  about,  like  one  who  with  a 
lantern  looks  for  something  on  the  ground. 

David  approached  nearer  with  the  same  confidence 
of  protection  that  he  always  felt  in  difficult  situations 

•'Ho  there^Leo,"  he  shouted,  "come  out  and  speak 
with  Pastor  David  Alix !  " 

A  bright  light  shone  out  at  the  final  turning  of  the 
narrow  goats'  pa^  He  looked  up.  There,  within 
a  dozen  yards  of  him,  was  Black  Leo.  holding  .n  his 
hand  a  huge  torch  of  pitch-pine,  which  shone  out  on 
the  rugged  hillside,  on  the  wild  features  of  the  outlaw 
and  threw  up  into  the  sky  a  hovering  column  of  ruddy 
smoke.  ' 
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The  mm  of  Piene-i-Feu  conducted  the  Pajtor  to 

enter,  and  in  his  honour  Ughted  a  home-made  lamo 
■mp^nst^ed  of  cot.on-wic.  floating  on  a  si  «^ 

side  *°'"  *  """'   'P°''"   O"    «*er 

But  when  David  opened  out  his  mission,  the  interest 

?^  rrt'o  f  *^: '"'"'':  '«-™  """S'y  « 
lo  seek— to  track  — to  find  — these  wer/ !>;«  « 

I=T  .  M   ^     ^'°"*  **='■  ""l  *»''hed  David's  face 
as  he  told  the  tale  of  how  his  sister  had  bee^  Z' 

He  »as  a  tracker,  and  even  now  his  hands  shook  with 
very  eagerness  to  be  ofl".    David  and  he  wouW  re^l 

P  ace  of  concealment,  descending  upon  the  chit™,! 
w,.h  the  iirst  streaks  of  day.    ^  man  of  P tt^l 

Douncfl  h  \  "'  '^  *"«""'"  "-ho  might 

(Wince  on  hira  even  when  upon  so  honest  an  under 
taking  as  the  present.     Besides  after  all    h-T 
that  he  worked  best  under  the  tbre^h  '  ft';': 
or  m  the  vague  dusk  of  the  earliest  dawn 

But  on  their  way  back  to  the  chateau,  after  oassin-r 
high  above  the  farm  of  Les  Bassett;s  (l^Z 
Hellers  and   the  little    schoolmistress    had    ahead" 

^«ined  ear  of  Bltck'r  ;i  '="^^1:^! 
ment  m  a  bush  of  broom.     To  DaviH  J  , 

one  of  the  night-raking  be.sts^he  wrtlrme^t 
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h«r  moving  .bout  hi,  patl,  when  he  came  home 

thicket  l*d  h  "t"^  P'""^"'  ""  •«"«>  ■•"'"  the 
tnicket,  and  brought  out  Mmethine  small  .nrf  kum, 

and    trugghng  object  against  a  stone.    He  cuT.  ,? 

"...  .«,„,.»  -"^'.^^tr^^s 

whimpering  was  heard.  ^'*'"* 

••  I  will  be  good— I  will,  father  I "  easoed  th^  «k-    * 

between  Black  Leo's  knees.  ^  °^J^' 

"A^nd,"  threatened  the  man  of  Pierre-i-Feu    "let 

me  see  you  trying  to  run  away  aeain-I  wHl  fi  •  u 

The  Wild  Cat  snuffled  a  littl*.    fK^  j  «, 

a   d,ild   knuckling  his  cyl^Z'ZZr'^:  to 
excite  sympathy.    He  doubtless  ex  Jted  th,  P    . 
to  intercede  for  him.    But  David^Sl'Ve  JC 
to  mterfere  m  such  family  matters 
"Answer  me,"  muttered  Black  Leo,  "what  mischief 

'?:  ''T  "P  '°  •     ■^°»  "'"  «"<!  on  t^e^tws 
one  of  these  days  I "  gaiiows 

At  which  David  smiled  unseen,  for  with  the  single 
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exception  of  himself,  that  was  the  f,f-     u-  u 

man  and  woman  for  i,^tJ^»„         !  "''"'''  '""V 

hoped  for  Leo  him"  l7^  ""'"  """''  "'«««<'  »"d 

pro^galson.^sa.wiSrhaSrnSr^"  "' 
Nothmg  I  •■  sobbed  the  Wild  Caf  •    "?  j 

«;e  sheep  fo,  Jean  Heller-and  he  gave  L  Toi  '" 
of  money— —"  ^        '"^  *  piece 

;;  White  .'"demanded  his  father. 
Brown  I  "affirmed  the  son 

WsearchrhS'frt:  J^^  ;i^«  ^T 

wardrobf  It Ivi'^^f  .JT'"^'"'  ~'"'»«''  ^is 
Cat  would  bi  sHl  advi^d^  to'C'  *."  '''  ^"^ 
to  the  doubtful  state  of  llr^uT  I  ..'  ''°''''" 
Pje^e-i^Feu  did  not  even  Cbl^  hL:^^^' 

Jin.  there  with  hfs  .n^^  :.r  itpe'nTo'ura  cl^"' 
knife,  at  sight  of  whirh  f h-  •  ^penea  out  a  clasp 

lay  quite  '™       L^'lric^rd'^r'  ^'^gfng  and 

wndcat^:::^^j^-;:^;----r' 
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Black  Leo  did  not  waste  time  in  requiring  informa- 
tion from  his  son  as  to  the  whereabouts  of  the  "  white 
piece."  He  merely  inserted  his  finger  and  thumb  into 
the  boy's  mouth,  took  hold  of  his  tongue,  and  with  all 
the  force  of  the  other  palm  delivered  a  resounding 
slap  between  his  shoulders.  The  Wild  Cat  gave  vent 
to  something  between  a  cough  and  a  bark,  and  with 
it  came  the  coin.     It  fell  into  his  father's  hand 

Leo  stood  erect,  taking  no  further  notice  of  his 
offspring,  who  now  free  from  his  actions,  proceeded 
to  strike  and  beat  and  kick  his  father's  legs  as  high  as 
he  could  reach. 

The  outlaw  made  a  brief  examination  of  the  coin, 
and  then,  suddenly  bending,  he  scooped  up  the  Wild 
Cat  again. 

"  You  lie,  you  imp,"  he  cried,  "  you  never  got  that 
coin  from  Jean  Heller.  You  never  drove  home  his 
sheep.  This  is  a  gold  piece.  Now  I  will  teach  )-ou 
what  it  is  to  tell  lies  to  your  father."  And  he  began 
to  undo  his  waist-belt 

But  David  felt  that  it  was  now  high  time  to  inter- 
vene. They  were  not  so  very  far  from  the  house  of 
Villars  Chaumont,  and  the  cries  of  the  chastised  Wild 
Cat  might  alarm  those  within.  They  were  now  on 
an  investigation  which  needed  all  care  and  secrecy  if 
his  sister  were  to  be  traced.  Any  disagreement  of 
his  chosen  instruments  might  seriously  disarrange  his 
plans. 

"  Give  me  the  boy,"  said  he  ;  "  perhaps  he  will  speak 
for  me." 

And  he  reached  out  a  hand  which  he  placed  on 
the  arm  of  the  imp. 
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"Bid  father  put  on  his  bt!  hen,"  whimpered  the 
Wild  Cat,  "  and  if  that  piece  is  gold,  as  he  says,  tell 
him  that  I  am  to  have  a  white  piece  out  of  it !  I 
worked  for  it  1 " 

"  If  you  are  sage,"  said  David  gently,  as  he  installed 
the  urchin  between  his  knees,  "  if  you  tell  us  all  you 
have  seen  exactly,  I  will  give  you  a  silver  coin  for 
yourself,  one  which  your  father  will  not  take  awaj'. 
You  promise,  Leo !  " 

The  father,  who  had  finished  buckling  on  again  his 
leathern  court  of  appeal,  grunted  a  reluctant  renuncia- 
tion. 

"Who  gave  you  the  money?"  said  David— "not 
Jean  Heller  ?  For  if  so,  you  must  take  it  back  to- 
morrow." 

At  this  Black  Leo  snorted  scornfully. 

"  Where  is  the  white  piece  ? "  said  the  imp.  "  Give 
it  me  now  I " 

David  Alix  felt  in  his  pockets  for  a  franc,  which  he 
put  into  the  boy's  hand.  The  imp  could  not  see  it, 
but  in  a  moment  he  had  measured  it  with  his  finger- 
nail, weighed  it  in  his  palm,  and  assured  himself  of 
its  genuineness  with  his  teeth. 

"  Twenty  good  sous ! "  he  said ;  "  I  will  tell  every- 
thing ! " 

And  there  in  the  darkness  of  that  glade,  where 
under  the  tumbled  earth  and  boulders  lay  Breslin  the 
smith,  slain  in  the  moment  of  his  crime,  the  Wild  Cat 
told  his  tale. 

It  was  a  lie — ye:  that  about  bringing  home  the 
sheep  of  Jean  Heller.  But  all  the  same  not  quite  a 
lie,  for  he  had  driven  them  afield.     That  was  no  lie. 

207 


i 


M 


ii  \\ 


The  Men  of  the  Mountain 


He  had  promised  to  look  after  them  all  day  while 
Jean  was  at  the  hay  down  in  the  bassins.  But  the 
time  had  seemed  endless.  He  had  wearied  long 
before  the  afternoon,  and  had  gone  down  to  Madame's 
at  Chaumont,  which  he  knew  to  be  "  a  good  meat- 
house." 

But  there  it  was  his  misfortune  to  arrive  too  late. 
The  diners  were  already  coming  out,  and  the  hungry 
Wild  Cat,  crouching  among  the  hot  rocks,  was 
prompted  to  throw  stones  at  them  when  he  saw  them 
luxuriously  stretching  themselves  in  the  shade  and 
beginning  to  pick  their  teeth. 

Disgusted  with  this,  the  imp  skirted  the  house, 
entered  the  orchard,  ascended  a  tree,  and  there  dis- 
covered a  dark  purple  regalement  of  over-ripe  cherries 
high  among  the  branches,  which,  however,  he  had  had 
to  dispute  with  a  colony  of  wasps.  But,  the  sharpness 
of  his  hunger  once  blunted,  he  had  descended,  and 
climbing  a  ladder  which  was  set  against  the  garden 
wall  he  sat  down  on  the  topmost  bar  to  observe,  ready 
to  drop  over  into  safety  at  any  moment 

Presently  he  heard  a  voice  call  out,  "Little  boy! 
Little  boy ! "  At  once  the  Wild  Cat,  by  instinct  and 
training  suspicious  of  kindness,  leaped  on  the  top  of 
the  wall  and  made  ready  to  jump.  But  while  perilously 
poised  there  he  looked  back  and  saw  "only  a  big 
girl"  beckoning  to  him.  She  did  not  look  very 
terrible,  nor  even  angry.  She  did  not  tell  him  to  go 
away,  but  that  might  only  be  her  cunning,  in  order  to 
get  hold  of  him.  He  was  far  too  wary  a  Wild  Cat 
for  that     Trust  him. 

But  the  big  girl  showed  him  a  coin — yes,  the  one 
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he  had  I  (here  the  imp  pointed  vindictively  at  his 
father  in  the  darkness).  And  she  said  that  she  would 
give  It  him  if  he  would  bring  the  ladder  on  which  he 
was  sitting,  and  place  it  against  the  window-sill  out  of 
which  she  was  leaning.  It  was  a  risk,  of  course  for 
after  all  she  might  not  give  him  the  money. 

"Drop  the  money  down  when  you  are  in  the 
middle,"  the  imp  had  said,  "  or  I  will  pull  away  the 
ladder  from  under  you  I "  They  would  not  deceive 
the  Wild  Cat— ah,  no  I 

Secretly,  however,  he  was  not  much  afraid  He 
understood  that  the  girl  had  been  locked  up  and 
wished  to  get  out  to  play.  His  father  often  tied 
him  to  a  ring  in  the  wall  when  he  went  away  And 
anyway,  he  could  get  the  better  of  any  girl!  Of 
courst ! 

What  came  after  that  >    Oh,  nothing  much     He 
helped  the  big  girl  over  the  wall,  and  put  the  ladder 
back  where  he  had  found  it.     Then  he  too  dropped 
outside.     The  girl  was  crying.      (Here  the  imp  ex- 
pressed  a  natural  disdain  for  the  sex ;  he  wouldn't 
not  he!)    But  when  she  was  in   the  wood,  she  did 
not  want  to  play.     She  wanted   instead   to  go  and 
find  someone  who  lived  across  the  bassins,  and  she 
actually  sat  down   in   despair  because  she   did  not 
know  how  to  get  across  the  water  without  being 
seen.  ** 

It  was  fun.  The  Wild  Cat  had  never  been  so  near 
a  big  girl  before,  but  he  was  not  frightened  of  any- 
thing that  cried.  Nobody  would.  But  he  could  and 
would  show  her  how  to  get  across  the  lake.  She 
might  give  him  some  more  money.     She   did  not 
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know — it  was  hardly  to  be  believed  that  she  was  not 
shamming.     But  she  was  not. 

So  the  Wild  Cat,  pleased  to  exhibit  his  cunning, 
showed  her  how  to  cover  head  and  shoulders  with  a 
green  bough,  and  creep  along  the  bottom  of  one  of 
the  ravines  which  comes  out  opposite  Fraichot.  When 
at  last  they  came  in  sight  of  the  lake,  he  left  her  for 
a  little,  while  he  went  and  stole  a  skiff.  It  was  the 
after-dinner  hour,  when  everybody  was  asleep,  and  he 
had  often  stolen  blind  old  Karl's  boat  anyway,  when 
he  was  sitting  on  the  log  in  front  of  his  door  looking 
at  him.  Even  this  was  nothing  to  what  he,  the  afore- 
said imp,  could  do. 

The  big  girl  crouched  down  in  the  stem  and  he 
threw  a  branch  or  two  of  green  alder  over  her,  with 
some  flowers  of  the  "  teol "  tree,  which  makes  such 
good  tisane.  Any  one  would  think  that  old  Karl 
had  lent  him  the  skiff  to  go  over  to  the  French  side 
to  sell  these,  for  they  have  no  "  teol  "  for  tisane  over 
there.    Was  he  not  clever,  this  imp  ? 

He  rowed,  and  in  time  they  came  to  the  other  side, 
but  instead  of  going  to  Buret's  or  Jacquine's,  she 
turned  up  towards  the  old  house  of  Collines,  where 
no  one  had  lived  since  the  Germans  burnt  it  down  ; 
he  told  the  big  girl  that  there  was  a  fine  fdte  at 
Chaillaxon,  but  she  did  not  heed  him.  After  all, 
it  was  not  his  business.  He  could  go  alone  if  he 
liked  ;  he  had  the  money  safe.  But  he  wanted  to  see 
what  she  was  going  to  do.  So  he  followed  after, 
though  he  did  not  let  her  see  him,  however  often  she 
turned  round  to  look. 

She  went  to  the  Collines,  and   there  she  had   to 
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wander  about  because,  of  course,  she  found  nobody. 
But  he,  the  imp,  knew  that  La  Grande  Flore,  who  was 
mad,  was  hiding  in  the  wood  of  Creusot,  where  there 
is  a  quarry,  very  big  and  old.  He  went  and  told 
her,  first  casting  down  a  stone  from  the  quarry's 
edge  to  warn  her  not  to  shoot.  He  went  and  told 
her,  for  it  is  not  good  at  all  times  to  go  near  La 
Grande  Flore. 

However  she  came  out,  and  he  called  down  to  her 

from  the  edge  that  a  great  girl  from  Chaumont  had 

come  to  see    her;    she  was   wandering   about   Les 

Collines  looking  for  her.     Upon   which   La  Grande 

Flore  took  a  gun  she  had  hid  somewhere,  and  went 

across  the  country,  stalking  with  great  strides  like  a 

man.    Then   the  Wild   Cat  was  soriy  that  he  had 

brought  the  big  girl  from  Chaumont.     It  would  have 

been  better  for  her,  thought  the  imp,  to  have  waited 

till  her  mother  unchained  her  from  the  ring  in  the 

wall,  rather  than  that  she  should  face  La  Grande 

Flore  with  that  gun  in  her  hand. 

But  when  the  big  girl  from  Chaumont  saw  La 
Grande  Flore  she  ran  to  her,  and  cast  her  arms 
about  her  neck.  More  wonderful  still,  La  Grande 
Flore  did  the  like,  having,  however,  first  laid  down 
her  gun. 

No,  there  was  nothing  else.  It  had  not  turned  out 
as  the  Wild  Cat  had  expected.  They  were  rather 
stupid,  these  two.  After  that  La  Grande  Flore  and 
the  big  girl  whom  he  had  taken  across  the  bassins  in 
old  Karl's  boat,  went  away  together,  he  did  not  know 
where.  They  never  looked  back  at  him  nor  gave  him 
anything  to  eat,  but  he  had  gone  down  into  the  quarry 
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of  Creusot  to  the  lair  of  La  Grande  Flore,  where  he 
had  found  part  of  a  ham,  some  bread,  sausage,  and 
wine.  These  things  were  not  now  in  the  great  quarry 
in  the  wood  of  Creusot. 

This  was  all  he  knew.  The  Wild  Cat  had  told 
his  tale  truly.  Also  he  had  a  twenty-sous  which  his 
father  was  not  to  take  from  him.  llie  Pastor  would 
curse  him  if  he  did.  And  now  he  was  very  tired.  He 
wanted  to  go  home  and  sleep. 
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THE  SEARCH 

TITHEN  it  was  light  David  hastily  scribbled  a  note 
VV  to  his  mother  at  Villars  Chaumont,  as  far  as 
possible  relieving  her  mind  about  No^lie.  Black  Leo 
promised  that  this  should  reach  her  speedily  and 
safely.  It  was  impossible  for  him  to  cross  the  bassins 
in  daylight,  for  that  district  was  swarming  with  his 
personal  enemies.  But  there  was  no  reason  why  the 
Wild  Cat  should  not  go  with  David  Alix. 

This  proposition  naturally  caused  the  Pastor  to  look 
a  little  blank.  He  did  not  doubt  the  imp's  abilities, 
but— it  was  a  sight  calculated  to  arouse  attention,  a 
frock-coated  Protestant  pastor,  soft-hatter'  and  white- 
tied,  accompanied  by  an  urchin,  dark-sk  iied  as  any 
gipsy,  ragged  and  weather-beaten  as  a  Lot  year's 
scarecrow. 

The  boy  was  quick  to  note  David's  hesitatiot  and 
said  roguishly,  "  You  will  have  plenty  of  time  to  teach 
me  the  catechism  ! " 

The  Pastor  made  no  answer,  so  the  boy,  with  a 
swift  leap  aside  from  the  path,  was  lost  in  the  foliage. 
David  thought  at  first  that  he  had  been  offended, 
but  from  above  his  head  there  came  the  cry  of  an 
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owl  three  times  uttered.  In  a  few  seconds  the  cry- 
was  repeated  lower  down  the  ravine,  and  yet  a  third 
time  immediately  behind  him.  Then,  almost  without 
a  rustle,  there  in  his  old  place  stood  the  Wild  Cat 
of  Pierre-i-Feu,  a  little  breathless,  but  otherwise 
unmoved. 

"  He  is  right,"  said  the  outlaw,  "  he  will  not  be  in 
your  way— you  will  find  him  of  use.  He  is  a  wizard's 
own  brat,  but— he  will  do  your  bidding,  not  for  the 
first  time." 

So  David's  guardian  angel  had  been  found.  He 
was  somehow  vaguely  disappointed  The  guardian 
angel  had  decidedly  lien  among  the  pots,  and  would 
be  none  the  worse  for  much  water,  some  soap,  and 
a  scrubbing. 

"  No  matter,"  he  thought,  "  so  long  as  he  helps  me 
to  find  Noelie  !  " 

As  soon  as  the  Man  of  Pierre-4-Feu  had  gone  off 
with  the  note  to  Madame  David  the  Elder,  the  Wild 
Cat  and  the  Pastor  started  out  towards  the  mouth  of 
the  Fraichot  ravine.  David  went  to  the  cottage  of 
old  Karl  to  ask  for  the  loan  of  his  boat  in  which  to 
cross  the  lake.  It  was  readily  given.  Not  only  so, 
but  the  old  man  insisted  upon  the  Pastor  sharing 
his  breakfast  of  bread  sopped  in  caf^-au-lait.  After- 
wards he  made  up  a  little  parcel  which  he  forced  upon 
David,  as  being  necessary  for  the  wild  country  into 
which  he  was  going.  This  David  Alix  gladly  accepted, 
for  he  remembered  his  small  ally  with  the  vigorous 
appetite,  for  whom  it  was  necessary  to  provide 
rations. 

They  crossed  the  lake  while   it  was  still  early— 
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indeed,  before  another  boat  was  to  be  seen  on  its 
deep  green  waters.  On  the  French  side  they  left 
old  Karl's  skiff  in  charge  of  a  boatman  who  was  a 
member  of  David's  flock,  and  set  out  to  follow 
No<ilie's  route  towards  Les  Collines.  The  farm  was 
a  blackened  desolation,  and  David  left  it  gladly 
behind  to  cross  the  ridge  to  the  quarry  in  which, 
with  the  instinct  of  a  wild  beast  which  plans  revenge^ 
La  Grande  Flore  had  hid  herself. 

Here  they  found  many  marks  of  habitation,  but 
the  rude  cave  had  evidently  remained  without  occu- 
pant since  the  abrupt  departure  of  the  day  before 
and  the  after-raid  which  the  Wild  Cat  had  executed. 
The  imp  could  only  vaguely  indicate  the  direction 
which  Noelie  and  La  Grande  Flore  had  taken.  This 
was  their  first  check. 

Of  one  thing  he  was  certain— that  it  led  in  the 
direction  of  Vercel,  which  pointed  clearly  to  the  fact 
that  Noelie  was  making  for  Besan^on.  When  once 
the  lake  shore  began  to  drop  beneath  them,  and  they 
penetrated  the  wild  ridges,  David  clapped  his  hands 
and  called  his  satellite  to  approach  more  closely.  He 
gave  him  part  of  the  packet  of  provender  which  old 
Karl  had  put  up  for  his  minister.  The  Wild  Cat 
divided  it  carefully  into  two  parts,  of  which  he 
devoured  one  in  a  dozen  gulps,  and  then  stowed 
away  the  other  in  some  recess  of  his  scanty  gar- 
ments. After  this  sealing  of  amity  in  bread  and  salt, 
the  two  kept  close  together. 

But  at  the  first  sign  of  a  shepherd  or  other  unknown, 
the  imp  would  vanish.  No  matter  if  they  were 
crossing    what    seemed    a    perfectly   bare   slope,   or 
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ascending  a  crumbling  bank  of  the  shaly  sandstone 
of  the  district,  a  single  scrambling  roll  or  a  quick 
spring,  and  lo,  the  imp  was  blotted  out,  so  that 
David  himself  could  hardly  guess  his  whereabouts ! 
But,  though  this  perturbed  the  Pastor  a  little  at  first, 
he  soon  became  habituated  to  the  wonder,  and 
pursued  his  way  as  tranquilly  as  might  be,  meditating 
on  the  reasons  which  could  have  induced  No^lie  to 
leave  her  home. 

The  explanations  which  Madame  had  given  him 
were  not  at  all  satisfying  to  his  mind  He  could 
well  enough  believe  that  his  half-sister  might  have 
felt  more  than  an  ordinary  sympathy  for  the  stalwart 
Chaplain,  especially  when  tending  him  as  a  wounded 
man.  But  he  was  quite  nonplussed  by  his  mother's 
attitude. 

Certainly,  No^lie  would  be  rich  one  day.     But  in 
that  respect  Hermann   Falk  was  quite  a  match  for 
her.     He  had  at  first  thought  that  it  might  be  o^^  ing 
to  the  strong  hatred  of  all  Germans  which  his  mother 
had  professed,  that  hatred  which  for  some  time  had 
cnade  of  her  house  at  Chaumont  a  place  of  ille-al 
arms.     But  she  had  showed  a  constant  and  even 
<levoted  care  of  the  sick  man  during  the  week  of 
No^lie's  forced    imprisr>nment,  taking  upon    herself 
all   the  duties  of  a   nurse  and  companion.      David 
understood  No^lie's  impulse  to  leave  the  house.     She 
iiad,  he  knew,  inherited  a  part  of  her  mother's  quick 
temper,   but   David  counted   much  on  the  fact  that 
her  angers   rarely   lasted   long  or  had  any  serious 
result 

He  assured  himself  that  from  the  first  Notlie  had 

216 


'# 


The   Search 

had  some  definite  object  in  wishing  to  visit  Les 
Collines.  And  reflection  left  him  almost  certain 
that  that  object  was  to  find  her  friend,  La  Petite 
Flore,  late  officer  in  the  Laroche  corps  o{  franc- 
tireiirs. 

While  David  was  meditating  thus,  his  scout  kept 
an  excellent  advance-guard,  sometimes  on  one  side 
of  the  path,  sometimes  on  another,  but  always 
unseen.  He  was  certain  to  be  recalled  as  soon  as 
he  wandered,  by  the  hooting  of  the  guardian  angel 
which  did  not  cease  till  he  was  once  more  on  the 
straight  path. 

They  came  to  the  entrance  of  Vercel  about  noon, 
but  tliough  David  made  inquiry  everywhere  in  the 
town,  he  could  not  discover  anything  of  the  fugitives. 
He  made  the  tour  of  the  schools,  thinking  it  possible 
that  La  Petite  Flore,  upon  the  dispersion  of  her  corps, 
had  taken  again  to  her  ancient  profession.  But  neither 
there  noi  among  the  scattered  Protestants  of  the 
bourg  could  he  discover  that  No^lie  had  been  seen. 
In  Vercel  La  Petite  Flore  was  wholly  unknown. 

David  resolved  to  go  on  to  Besan^on.  He  there- 
fore  purchased  a  supply  of  food,  and  set  out  without 
losing  a  moment  At  the  first  turn  of  the  road  after 
clearing  the  village,  David  heard  the  war-whoi)p  of 
his  guardian  angel  upon  the  heights.  Evidently  the 
imp,  by  his  wild  gestures,  had  made  some  important 
discovery.  Accordingly  the  Pastor  left  the  road  and 
mounted  up  to  where  the  Wild  Cat  was  bobbing  up 
and  down  in  wild  excitement. 

He  was  so  excited  that  at  first  he  could  not  speak 
but  seizing  David  by  the  hand,  led  him   to  a  well- 
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hidden  niche  screened  by  reeds  and  long  grass.  Hen; 
wy  a  gun  which  the  imp  declared  to  be  that  of  La 
Grand  Flore,  and  beside  it,  carefully  rolled  in  brown 
paper,  were  the  hat  and  dress  which  No^lie  had 
ordinarily  worn  at  Chaumont  These  were  wrapped 
in  tissue  paper  and  stouter  envelopes,  all  of  which  bore 
the  name  and  address  of  a  shop  in  Vercel 

"NoiJlie,"  thought  David  sadly,  "has  taken  off  the 
drMs  in  which  she  escaped,  and  has  bought  a  ready- 
made  disguise,  lest  my  mother  should  put  a  descrip- 
tion of  her  in  the  newspapers !  " 

The  case  was  more  serious  than  he  had  imagined 
It  was  evident  that  the  girl  had  no  intention  of  re- 
turning home,  and  the  thought  saddened  him 

All  the  while  the  Wild  Cat  was  a  prey  to  great 
and  growing  excitement  He  almost  constrained 
David  to  cower  down  beside  him.  And  the  Pastor 
unwillingly  complying,  the  two  pursuers  crouched  in 
the  brushwood  a  score  of  yards  from  the  hiding-place 
of  the  parcel  and  the  gun.  which  had  been  hasUlv 
restored  to  their  places. 

Through  a  peephole  which  the  Wild  Cat  made  with 
his  small  brown  hand,  David  could  see  La  Grande 
Flore  approaching,  making  straight  across  the  fields 
towards  the  cache.  His  instinct  was  to  rise  and  con- 
front her.  But  the  little  brown  hand  touched  him 
beseechingly. 

"  You  wUl  spoil  it."  whispered  the  Wild  Cat,  with 
glowing  eyes ;  "  I  was  sure  she  would  come— because 
of  the  gun.  But  she  will  take  the  other  things  also 
We  have  only  to  keep  out  of  sight  and  follow  her." 
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r  A  GRANDE  FLORE  opened  out  the  cache  in 
*-'  the  most  careless  manner  in  the  world— indeed, 
as  if  she  had  been  still  in  her  farm  kitchen  at  Les 
CoUines.  She  kicked  aside  the  brushwood  and  tall 
grass  which  the  Wild  Cat  had  treated  so  gingerly 
and  replaced  with  such  care.  The  gun  was  there,  and 
she  snatched  it  up  eagerly.  But  as  she  gathered  up 
the  rolls  of  paper  which  surrounded  Noelie's  hat  and 
garments,  a  shade  of  suspicion  seemed  to  disturb  her. 
These  wrappings  had,  in  fact,  been  restored  very  sum- 
marily by  the  inexpert  hands  of  David  Alix. 

La  Grande  Flore  however,  evidently  decided  within 
herself  that  since  the  articles  were  safe  and  sound, 
there  was  no  need  to  inquire  any  farther.  She  thrust 
the  parcels  under  one  arm,  flung  the  gun  over  her 
shoulder,  and  set  off  with  her  usual  long,  swinging 
stride  in  the  direction  from  which  she  had  come. 

David,  tired  of  his  crouching  position  and  not  a  little 
ashamed  of  thus  acting  the  spy,  even  for  Noelie's  sake, 
stood  erect.  He  might  easily  have  been  seen,  but 
the  old  woman  never  looked  round. 

"Take  care,  please   keep  out  of  sight,"  the  imp 
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pleaded,  seeing  success  very  near  •  "  if  .h. 

.he  w„,  „„,  ,„  „,„  ^,„^  ,{;;- .  .^;f  ;he  «e,_  ,„„, 

careiully  the  edge  of  a  wood  that  stretch«t  =i^„  . 

™n  the  tow„„fVe.el  to  .  U„y  ..I^X^^ 

could  be  seen  on  a  rising  ground  a  mile  and  a  half 

Zl-  so  t^t  heT  d'""  ''^™' '-''  — "s-naries 

.^jrca^reSiz:— u^^^^^^^^^^ 
J^rh^:":^'rirrrrrre^g:^r?; 

trespass  lav™,  and  marched  ac^s  iield  whe«  1,^1' 
peasant,  were  labouring  to  repair  the  «vages  o  ^^ 
bad  season  and  the  scourge  of  war.  But  in  the  ne>^v 
regained  peace  the  land  from  verge  to  ver^e  r^t 

:-?ereve„"rb"^  r""'"  --^  <-  -~°e: 

Tf  !i  .    .  ^,  ^'  '■""'  "  t"*'""  '"d  the  bleating 
MagS.  """  '"''■"  "*'  -  «^«  »  '-S 

The  old  woman  went  her  way,  proudiv  ererf  am« 
the  few  poor  workers  bent  d'ouble  overtin,! 
labour.   Some  of  them  glanced  sideways,  and  once  f 
n«n  erected  himself  as  if  he  had  half  a  m"nd  to  re 
monstrate     But  the  gun  over  the  shoulder  o^  U 
G«nde  Flore  and  her  look  of  wild  ene,^  dauntt^ 
h,m.    The  peasants  of  the  Franche  Comtfhad^ln 
^orough^y  broken  to  trespassers  during  the  bygone 
^ar     So  thui  one  passed  on  her  way  unrebuked 
Dav,d  A1.X  piloted  by  the  Wild  Cat  withconsummat 
.k,ll,  not  only  could  not  be  seen  by  their  quar^  but 
was  not  even  observe,!  by  the  workers  in  the  fiel^ 
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Yet  when  they  reached  the  narrow  street  of  Verccl- 
Adani.at  that  tune  con^posed  of  twenty  or  th^y 
houses    sheltering  not  more  than  a  hundred  souu' 

Cat^^l  Jd  r      r'^  ''T  "P°"  ""''  »^"^^     The  Wild 
round"    An^  ^oered. "  it  is  now  that  she  will  look 

dwelt  of  I  '^"  '"'''"''  °^  '^^^  ^'"'^  ^°^»*- 

'rr^hlV  V    ''-^^  *^"'     ^  '°^^^^'-     La  Grande 
l^lore    haltrJ.   f.,,,   .,.„  ^,.    ^^^    ^^ 

vacant  stK  s   ti  -  ,,.- ^   r^,  .  , 

s.  Ti  .  xu  .^   nun     7  away  down   to  the 

>  i^'.  .  IV.  vvNi,.  :  juses  shining  through 

'cl   tilt    .all   detached  chimneys 

r3   and   Uie  strife  of  turbulent 


town  in  ihc  1 
the  groi.J    h.-.  e, 
telling  ol   ru'ie  .vii 
winds. 
But  the  ner\c) 


1,    .   ,         ^  >trr:.  iiig  clutch  upon   his  coat 

had   kept   David  out  of  the  way  of  ^schief.    ll 
Grande  Flore,  satisfied,  pushed  open  the  door  of  a  little 
house  and  entered,  closing  it  behind  her. 
The  imp  fairly  danced  for  joy. 
"She  is  there-the  big  giri  I  rowed  across  the  iassi^s 
to  Praichot     You  wn,  give  me  other  tA^-enty  sous  if 
hav^  led  you  well.    And  you  will  not  tell  my  father 
I  will  spend  It  all  at  the  fair  of  Chaillaxon  I " 

David  promised  the  additional  franc  in  good  silver, 
.t  were  mdeed  as  he  said,  and  with  a  beating  heart 
started  to  follow.     But   for  the   last   time  the  imp 
intervened  with  a  caution. 

"  Go  round  the  village,"  he  said ;  "do  you  not  see 
you  have  to  pass  the  window  if  you  walk  straight  up 
the  street  .>  ^//^  might  get  time  to  hide.  But  there 
are  no  windows  on  the  other  side  of  the  door.  You 
will  be  upon  them  before  a  cat  cai;  jump  I " 
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"  Even  a  Wild  Cat,"  said  David,  ?:niHng.  All  the 
same  he  did  as  he  was  bid  They  took  a  long  detour 
behind  the  little  cluster  of  village  houses.  Then  they 
returned  quietly  down  the  road  from  the  direction 
opposite  to  that  in  which  I^  Grande  Flore  had  entered 
the  village.  From  a  little  square  sign  David  noted  that 
the  house  served  the  village  of  Adam  as  a  post-office. 
The  gilt  eagle  of  the  Empire  had  been  removed,  but 
it  had  left  its  outline  quite  clear  on  the  wf  atherbeateti 
panel  on  which  the  Republic  had  rudely  daubed  its 
motto  of  "  Liberty,  Equality,  and  Fraternity." 

He  had  not  time  to  observe  more.  His  hand  was 
on  the  latch.  He  opened  and  entered.  A  girl  in 
black,  seated  at  a  desk,  rose  quietlj-,  and  came  forward 
to  the  little  counter.  She  was  tall  and  simply  dressed. 
It  was  La  Petite  Flore  herself.  She  did  not  seem 
alarmed  or  even  surprised  by  his  appearance,  but 
stood  waiting  for  him  to  speak. 

While  they  thus  stood  confronting  one  another,  a 
door  opened  at  the  back,  and  there  in  the  opening 
stood  No6\ie  herself,  in  plain  black  dress,  with  the 
white  collar  and  apron  of  a  nurse.  Even  the  brassard 
of  Geneva  was  on  her  arm. 

At  sight  of  David  she  swaj-ed  and  seemed  about  to 
fall,  so  greatly  was  she  taken  by  surprise.  Neverthe- 
less she  carefully  set  down  the  tray  she  had  been 
carrying  before  coming  forward  to  meet  her  brother. 

"  No^lie ! "  he  said,  and  held  out  his  hands  smilinglj-. 
He  could  not  bear  that  she  should  be  strange  with 
him.  She  stood  there  and  laid  her  head  against  hia 
breast. 

"You  are  not  angry  with  me,  David  .>"  she  said 
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softly  without,  however,  venturing  to  meet  hb  ej-e 
directly.  •' 

"Have  I  ever  been  angry  with  you,  Noclie?"  he 
said,  laying  his  hand  on  her  head.  "But  did  you 
think  of  the  trouble  you  left  behind  you  ? " 

A  sudden  light  flamed  in  the  girl's  eyes. 

••  David,"  she  said,  "  I  love  you  well,  and  I  xvould 
not  give  you  a  bad  thought  of  me  if  I  could  help  it. 
«ut  1  cannot  go  back— there " 

"  '«  ;'  ^a"se  of  anything  our  mother  has  said  or 
done  .'     David  continued  gently. 

"That-yes,  that  made  me  angry.  I  own  it.  It  was 
unbearable.     More,  it  was— ignoble " 

"  Hush.  Noelie,"  he  murmured  ;  "  remember  that 
you  are  speaking  of  your  mother—;//;,  mother  1" 

••  Ah,  you  do  not  know ! "  she  cried,  flinging  out  her 
arms  against  his  breast. 

"I  do  not  know,  but  I  can  guess,"  said  David 
gravely. 

"No.  no."  she  insisted,  "you  are  a  man.  and  such 
a  man  as  no  one  else.  You  cannot  know.  You  can- 
not guess." 

David  was  silent.  He  knew  that  the  time  for  the 
wise  word  had  not  yet  come.  It  was  the  truest 
wisdom  to  let  the  storm  blow  over. 

"Besides."  No<Jlie  continued,  as  if  she  could  not 
bear  ^  silence,  "  I  was  not  allowed  to  be  of  the  least 
use  at  home.  When  I  did  try  to  do  something  really 
useful.  I  was  locked  up  like  a  thief-  /,  a  woman 
grown.  Then,  happily,  I  heard  that  there  was  work 
waiting  for  me  here  that  was  worth  the  doing-wkich 
no  one  but  I  had  a  right  to  do ! " 
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She  paused  and  looked  at  him,  firmly  and  a  liitle 
defiantly, 

"  If  you  have  come  to  take  me  back  to— to  that 
place,  I  tell  you  I  shall  not  go!  I  love  you,  my 
David,  but  I  cannot  go  back  ! " 

"And  what  is  this  work  which  has  more  claims 
upon  you  than  obedience  to  your  mother,  and  love 
for  our  ancient  comradeship  ? " 

No^lie  looked  a  question  at  La  Petite  Flore.  The 
postmistress  had  gone  back  to  her  desk,  as  if  unwilling 
to  intrude  between  these  two  kinsfolk,  yet  she  rcTiained 
ready  to  intervene  in  case  of  need.  Flore  nodded  and 
pointed  towards  the  inner  door. 

Then  No^lie  took  David's  hand  and,  without  the 
least  preliminary  of  explanation,  led  him  down  a  long 
passage  into  a  sort  of  pavilion  built  out  in  the  garden. 
Within,  a  man  was  lying  on  the  bed,  his  head  wrapped 
in  white  bandages,  his  face  deadly  pale  and  beaded 
with  perspiration.  The  man's  eyes  were  shut  and  his 
breathing  came  from  his  lips  with  an  uncertain 
whistling  sound  which  sometimes  hardened  sharply 
into  a  rattle. 

David  did  not  at  first  recognise  the  sick  man.  The 
untrimmed  black  beard  that  fringed  his  face  acted  as 
a  disguise.  But  gradually  certainty  came.  The  man 
before  him  was  no  other  than  Ludovic  Villars,  who 
with  his  band  had  attacked  the  east  wing  of  Chaumont 
and  attempted  to  kill  No^lie  herself. 

The  eyes  of  No^lic  had  been  keenly  exploring  his 
face.     She  nodded. 

"  Yes,  it  is  true,"  she  said.    "  It  is  he,  my  brother ! " 

At    the    sound  of   her  voice   the  wounded   man 
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T^^J^.^"^'  ^"^  ^^^^^'^^  ^•^'"e  *«  J^ast  notice 
of  David  Ahx,  or  seeming  even  to  see  him,  he  reached 
out  a  hand  to  No^he. 

A  quick  pang  o(  jealousy  ran  through  the  heart 

of  the  Pastor  for  which  in  a  calmer  moment  he  would 

have  reproached  himself. 

"Am  not  I  your  brother  of  a  lifetime  ?  "  he  asked 

Why  did  you  leave  us  all  without  a  word  to  come 

here  to  this  stranger  ? " 

"Because  he  has  the  greater  need  of  me.  He  is 
my  brother,  and  asked  for  me.  A  messenger  brought 
me  a  letter  written  by  La  Petite  out  yonder  I  let 
down  a  thread  and  pulled  it  up.  Ludovic's  heart  is 
changed  He  has  suffered  greatly.  He  is  wounded 
and  near  to  death.     Can  I  leave  him  alone } " 

A  suspicion  that  the  gravity  of  the  wound  had  been 
exaggerated  in  order  to  draw  No^^lie  from  he-  'iom« 
traversed  the  mind  of  David,  but  only  to  be  dispelled 
"He  was  shot  through  the  lungs  by  some  of  his 
old  band,  she  said  "  They  wanted  him  to  join  them 
agam  and  he  would  not.  So  they  tried  to  kill  him 
but  La  Petite  Flore,  with  her  mother  and  the  Widow 
Breslin,  carried  him  here." 

David  did  not  speak  for  a  full  minute.  The 
wounded  man  watched  him  with  a  kind  of  dazed 
indifference,  which,  however,  quite  lacked  the  former 
hostility.  He  scarcely  seemed  to  recognise  any  one 
except  Noilie.  His  eyes  followed  her  about  the 
room  with  the  persistence  of  those  of  a  painting  on 
the  wall.  There  was  a  constant  yearning  for  expres- 
sion m  them-the  desire  of  a  grateful  dog  for  the 
power  of  human  speech. 
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••  He  cannot  speak  to  us,"  No<51ie  explained  "  He 
has  never  spoken.  Some  of  the  bullets  cannot  be 
extracted  at  present  But  the  doctor  from  Vercel 
says  that  his  speech  may  return.  He  was  an  hospital 
surgeon  during  the  war  and  has  seen  such  cases  " 

David  went  closer  to  the  bed.    At  sight  of  his  tall. 
dark  figure  the  eyes  flickered  up  to  the  Pastors  face 
A  shudder  seemed  to  pass  from  head  to  foot  of  the 
wounded  man.     He  looked  wildly  about  for  Nellie 
who  came  hastily  to  his  side. 

She  bent  over  him.     " Brother  Ludovic,"  she  sad 
« this  IS  my  other  brother  David  come  to  see  you  "     ' 

Then  she  took  David's  hand  and  brought  it  near  to 
that  of  her  patient,  which  she  already  held. 

"Brothers  of  mine,"  she  said,  looking  from  David  to 
Ludovic  and  back  again,  "you  have  been  too  lone 
nothmg  to  each  other.      Be  brothers  one  to  the  other 
because  I,  No^lie,  am  your  sistsr  " 
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CHAPTER   XXVII. 
THE  ADVENTURES  OF  A  TRAITOR 

IT  was  by  the  good  offices  of  Valreas  that  Ludovic 
1  Villars  escaped  from  the  five  questions  which 
Monsieur  Mac^.  Chief  Commissar,  of  Police  to  the 

tZTI^T  ^'  '^'"*'""'  p"*  ^°  ^"  '^'^  '-^^^^ 

"Yourname?  Your  age?  Where  were  you  bom  > 
Your  profession  ?  What  induced  you  to  take  up  arms 
with  the  insurgents  ? " 

One  afternoon  early  in  June,  when  Versailles  was 
ZL^T"'    .    "^.  '''""  "'""^  °^'"g  *°  'he  arrival  of 

Judge  of  Instruction  Valreas  accidentally  spilt  iik  on 
his  second-best  official  robe,  cleaned  it  hastily  with  a 

burea^"""""'  ^"^^  ^"""^  '*  ^'^^  ""^  *^^  ^'"^°^  ^f  ^^'-^ 
Two  seconds  after  Ludovic  Villars  saw  it.  laid  down 
his  pen  and  rising  without  haste,  put  on  his  street- 
coat,  informed  h.s  superior  that,  owing  to  a  sudden 
indisposition    he  would   not   be  back  that  day.  and 

east  which  leads  by  Orieans  to  Dijon.    This,  he  hoped 
would  keep  him  clear  of  the  occuoied  pm.'^L.,      ^  ' 

"7  Q2 


i'  I 


The  Men  of  the  Mountain 

He  had  learned  many  things,  and  unlearned  more, 
during  these  anxious  weeks,  when  he  did  the  work 
of  a  Government  against  which  he  had  levied  open 
war.  It  afforded  matter  for  thought  to  be  obliged 
to  live  with  an  eye  on  the  window  of  a  certain  public 
office  opposite,  his  ear  picking  out  the  steps  on  the 
stair,  and  his  whole  being  pulled  up  with  a  cruel  jerk 
every  time  that  the  door  opened. 

As  he  passed  through  the  street,  he  saw  the  fickle, 
well-dressed  mob  of  ex-Parisians,  submissive  and 
craven  in  their  own  city  on  the  day  of  the  victory  of 
die  National  Guards,  but  now  trampling  each  other 
down  in  their  eagerness  to  strike  at  defenceless 
prisoners. 

Above  all,  he  could  hear  the  constant  rattle  of  the 
firing-parties  on  the  plateau  of  the  camp  of  Sartory. 
In  the  angle  of  the  Prefecture,  too,  the  peloton  of 
execution  did  its  deadly  work.  For  some  time  he 
could  hardly  make  his  way,  even  when  furnished 
with  passwords  and  papers  witnessing  that  he  was  an 
official  in  the  service  of  the  Government  at  Versailles. 
He  was  called  upon  to  prove  his  identity  at  every 
post,  and  it  was  not  till  he  reached  the  forest  of 
Fontainebleau,  a  little  to  the  east  of  Melun,  that  he 
began  to  breathe  freely. 

He  began  to  count  himself  fortunate  when  he 
managed  to  hide  on  a  train  of  empty  waggons  by 
which  supplies  had  been  brought  from  the  ^uth  for 
the  armies  presently  circling  Paris. 

This  brought  him  almost  to  Dijon.  But  while 
passing  througf.  the  rocky,  much-tunnelled  region  of 
the  C6te  d'Or,  Ludovic,  sitting  up  on  the  little  bundle 
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of  hay  he  had  painfully  collected  for  a  pillow,  noticed 
"n  a  platform  as  ti.e  train  rattled  past  a  couple  of 
soldiers  wearing  Bavarian  helmets. 

He   had  been  long  drowsy,  but    he  woke   with   a 
start,  sleep  effectually  banished  in  a  moment 

nJ  /f  '^'*""''  "'^"•"  ^'''  ^«  ^^^'^  tl»em  of 
old.  and   they  knew  him.     The.,  would   make  short 

work    of  the    ex-captain   of   sharpshooters.    Ludovic 

f^l   V        n""^  ^^'°  ^'''^'"  ''^'^  °^  '^^  telegraph 
from   Versailles,   and.   knowing  as    he  did    the   de- 

ermmation  of  the  Government,  he  had  short  shrift 
to  expect  If  he  were  set  upon  his  trial  for  his 
leadership  of  the  Reds  at  Lyons. 

So  when  next  the  train  of  empties  was  shunted 
mto  a  sjdmg  to  let  the  more  pressing  passenger  traffic 
go  by.  he  resolved  to  drop  off.  and  chance  it  across 
country. 

This  he  succeeded  in  doing,  still  almost  within 
sight  of  Duon,  and  he  counted  himself  lucky,  when 
from  the   deep  woods   he  heard   the  shrill   German 

nf  fr  n'uf ""  ^""^  '^^  ^"^  *°^^'"^  ^^^'^  and  white 
ol  the  Uhlan  pennons  scouring  the  roads  in  search 
of  such  as  he. 

Ludovic  Villars  waited  in  a  thicket  till  nightfall 
and  then  struck  eastwards  towards  Bcsan^on  and  the 
Doubs.  There  he  would  be  fairly  safe.  His  mind, 
distracted  between  so  many  perils,  began  to  firm  itself 
a  httle.  Yet  it  is  strange  that  he  did  not  see  the  most 
urgent  and  pressing  danger  that  threatened  him 

But  with  a  lift  here  from  a  local  freight  train,  and 
a  night  s  lodging  there  with  a  forest  guard,  he  suc- 
ceeded in  passing  Besan^on.     He  breathed  ».»;)]  freer. 
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It  seemed  to  him  that  his  troubles  were  over  when  the 
high-piled  citadel  sank  into  the  plain.  With  the 
agony  of  fear  that  had  passed  over  his  own  mind, 
there  had  come  a  new  pity  for  others  which  he  had 
never  known  before.  Now  he  felt  no  anger  against 
his  father's  widow.  The  thought  that  he  had,  not 
so  long  ago,  threatened,  if  not  attempted,  the  life 
of  his  sister,  his  father's  daughter,  preyed  constantlj- 
upon  his  mind.  In  the  new  wisdom  that  had  come 
to  him  by  disillusionment  and  the  loss  of  his  political 
ideals,  he  desired  nothing  better  than  to  be  reconciled 
with  those  against  whom  he  had  lately  plotted  death. 

He  looked  on  the  woods  and  fields  through  which 
he  passed  with  fresh  eyes,  because  with  the  bitternesci 
of  death  the  old  anger  had  passed  out  of  his  life. 

In  time  he  reached  the  country  of  the  Doubs.  He 
lodged  a  night  at  Pierrefontaine,  with  the  widow  of 
that  Breslin  who  had  been  his  most  faithful  supporter 
m  the  band.  To  her  he  confided  Uie  Odyssey  of  his 
journey  to  Pari.s,  the  rebuffs  he  had  met  with  his 
capture  by  the  Germans,  his  life  at  Versailles,  and 
last  of  all,  the  price  that  was  set  on  his  head  by  the 
Government. 

In  a  way  he  had  not  chosen  his  confidante  ill.  The 
Widow  Breslin  would  cerUinly  not  betray  him  to  the 
exist'.n-  or  any  other  Government.  But  in  all  inno- 
cence .'he  did  what  was  worse.  She  hastened  to 
spread  the  news  of  his  return  among  the  scattered 
members  of  the  band  of  which  he  had  been  the 
captain.  She  looked  to  him  to  avenge  his  servant, 
her  husband. 

She  knew  that  Breslin   had   gone    forth,   meaning 
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to  carry  out  the  plans  of  his  absent  chief,  when  he 
disappeared  so  mysteriously,  and  she  remained  con- 
vmccd  that  he  had  met  his  death  somewhere  in  the 
neighbourhood  of  Chaumont  But  now  the  capUin 
would  make  all  clear.  *^ 

So  the  band  of  the  Avengers  reassembled,  greatly 
thmned  in  numbers,  but  made  up  almost  exclusively 
of  the  most  desperate  plunderers,  men  whom  no 
Government  would  pardon-vowed  to  the  hemp  and 
the  bullet  They  welcomed  their  ancient  chief,  swore 
to  stand  by  him  against  all  Governments,  and  in  spite 
of  his  relucunce,  related  each  his  own  crimes-a  full 
tale  of  misdeeds,  plundcrings,  and  assassinations 
which  It  sickened  him  to  listen  ta 

Then  they  asked  Ludovic  concerning  his  plans,  and 
when  at  last  the  great  assault  upon  Villars  Chaumont 
was  to  be  made.  The  ex-functionaiy  of  Versailles 
hesitated.  He  must  have  time  to  think.  There  was 
no  hurry.  He  would  meet  them  in  two  days  in  the 
forest  of  Vercel-Adam. 

The  band  withdrew  to  their  hiding-place,  leaving 
their  returned  chief  with  the  Widow  Breslin.    They 
wanted  to  consult     Some  of  his  declarations  appeared 
feeble ;  all  were  unsatisfactoiy.     He  had  not  come 
back  from  Versailles  the  same  man   he  had  gone 
thither.    And  who  knew  but  that  his  return  was  only 
a  feint  to  make  them  confess,  and  so  put  their  heads 
within  the  reach  of  the  law  ?    They  had  confessed,  and 
now,  doubtless,  he  was  on  the  point  of  betraying  them 
At  this  some  of  the  fiercer  spirits  started  to  their 
feet.     They  would  seek  him  instantly  and  settle  the 
business.     But  the    more  cautious  advised  keeping 
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him  under  observation  till  the  hour  of  the  meeting  in 
the  wood  of  Vercel.  Then  they  would  give  him  a 
choice  which  would  settle  matters-one  way  or  the 
other.  A  watch  was  accordingly  set  over  Ludovic's 
movements,  and  the  house  of  the  Widow  Breslin 
surrounded  by  vigilant  sentinels. 

Only  one  thing  saved  his  life.     Doubtless  if  Ludovic 
Villars,  now  tardily  repentant  and  desirous  to  break 
with  his  past,  ventured  into  the  wood  of  Vercel   he 
would  never  come  out  alive.     But  the  Widow  Breslin 
remembered  how,  in  all  cases  when  the  band  threatened 
mutiny,  or  when  the  inevitable  quarrels  common  to 
such  loose  and   lawless   organisations   occurred,  her 
dead  husband  had  always  stood  up  manfully  for  his 
captain     It  had,  indeed,  been  his  sole  merit,  and  that 
not  a  domestic  one.    But  now  his  widow  resolved  to 
save  the  captain,  in  the  place  of  the  dead  lieutenant 
who  could  do  no  more  for  him. 

She  could  only  do  so  by  betraying  the  band  which 
had  forsaken  her  husband.     For  she  held  that  if  the 
servant  had  been  allowed  to  go  to  Paris  with  the 
master,  he  would  have  returned  with  him  also     Be 
sides,  she  had  heard  whisperings.     She  was  in  daily 
and  nighUy  intercourse  with  the  womenkind  of  the 
outlaws.   An  inkling  of  their  deadly  intentions  reached 
her     Now  the  Widow  Breslin  was  cleverer  than  her 
husband  had  been.    She  sent  an  urgent  message  by 
the  ordinary  post  to  Besangon  informing  the  governor 
of  the  fortress  where  and  when  he  would  capture  the 
whole  of  the  band  which  had  so  long  terrorised  the 
neighbourhood  of  the  dassins  and  plateaux  of  the 
Douba 
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In  person  she  carried  word  to  the  leaders  of  the 
company  that  their  captain  was  too  fatigued  to  come 
to  the  wood  of  Vercel  at  the  time  first  arranged,  but 
that  he  had  sent  her  to  say  that  on  the  fourth  night  he 
would  lead  them  against  the  house  of  Villars  Chau- 
mont.  Meantime  they  were  to  hold  themselves  in 
readiness. 

But  the  suspicions  of  the  band  were  not  allayed 
The  sentinels  on  the  movements  of  Ludovic  were  not 
recalled     And  it  was  only  when,  on  the  evening 

arm  of  the  Widow  Bresh-„.  and  the  pair  took  the  road 
to  the  wood  of  Vercel.  that  the  spies  fell  back  and 
the  whole  band  reunited  to  wait  for  their  captain  at 
the  trysting-place. 

But  while  they  held  a  council  and  arranged  details, 
the  troops,  engineers  and  two  companies  of  infantry 
with  a  »ttfrat/^se,  drew  cautiously  inward  and  posted 
tiiemselves  about  the  wood  Some  of  the  spies, 
hastening  to  warn  their  comrades  of  the  approach 
of  the  captain,  stumbled  on  a  dozen  of  these  watchers 
and  the  sharp  ft  illade  which  followed  warned  the 
band  that  it  had  been  betrayed 

It  was  useless  to  resist  They  were  taken  where 
Uiey  sat-all  but  four  bold  spirits  who  resolved  before 
dying  to  revenge  themselves  on  the  triple  traitor 
They  made  a  rush  in  open  order  at  the  regulars  and 
two  got  away.  Guided  by  one  of  the  spies,  whom 
they  pjcked  up  outside  the  line  of  soldiers,  they  rushed 
upon  Ludovic,  who,  astonished  by  the  sudden  crash 
ot  firing,  stood  motionless  on  a  little  hill.  His  nerves 
were  not  what  they  had  been.  The  anxiety  of  Versailles 
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It  r^; o 'r 'z r  *' ^"^"^^ 

k„f   .     •  ,       paralyse  him.    He  was  not  afraid 

but  as  ,„  a  dream,  his  limbs   refused   their  c^, 

why.     Then  suddenly  he  felt  himself  struck  in  several 
places  as  .f  with  a  hammer.    At  first  he  felt  no^ 

It  was  never  quite  certain  whether  all  Ludovics 
wounds  were  given  him  by  his  own  men,  or  whefte 
he  accidentally  received  a  share  of  the  LuUerfrom 
the  soldiers  firing  after  the  escaped  bandits. 
unW  Z    7  "'"'■  *°"g'>  *«  ^tood  by  him.  escaped 

wice  at  hm  and  the  other  once  before  they  fell 
It  IS  hkely,  however,  that  Ludovic  was  also  wounded 
by  the  „,w/«„,  g„  f„„  ^^  "ded 

remaining  fugitives. 

The  band  was  now  completely  broken  up  The 
pnsonei^  were  promptly  removed  to  Besanton.  where 
■n  due  time  they  were  either  executed  out  of  Cnd 
or  deported  to  New  Caledonia. 

The  same   night,  with    great   care   and    secrecv 

p!^  n«      ;  ^^  !"""y  appointed  Receiver  of  the 

mZ?«Tlt  '  ''""'''  "'  Vei^'-Adam.  The  next 
mon^.ng  Flore  wrote  to  her  friend,  Noilie,  i„  her 
mother's  house  at  Villars  Chaumont,  a  letter  whfch 
arrived  there  at  a  critical  moment  and  was  the  Z» 
of  many  thing.  What  was  the  young  giri-frepTyt 
the  appeal  has  already  been  told. 
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CHAPTER   XXVIII. 
THE   MIDNIGHT  CONFESSION 

HAVID  was  disingenuous  for  the  first  time  fn  hU 
*^  life.  He  wrote  a  letter  to  his  mother,  telltn- 
her  of  his  finding  of  No61ie  and  of  her  safety.  But  he 
neither  sent  it  b>-  post  nor  mentioned  the  name  of  th- 
place  where  Noelie  was  nursing  the  sick  man,  her 
brother. 

The  letter  was  committed  to  the  imp  with  strict 
directions  to  deliver  it  only  into  the  hands  of  Madame 
at  Villars  Chaumo.  .t.  Whereupon  he  was  immediately 
to  take  his  departure  without  waiting  to  be  questioned 

The  boy  looked  up  shrewdly  at  David,  and  said 
"  What  would  it  matter  if  she  dtd  ask  me  questions  .'  " 

But  David  was  too  conscientious  to  encourage  th- 
proposed  exhibition  of  gratuitous  lying.  He  sent  the 
imp  on  his  way  with  another  franc  concealed  about 
his  person,  and  a  warning  that  if  he  lingered  at  th^ 
fair  of  ChaiUaxon,  his  father  should  be  told  of  hii 
hoard. 

At  this  the  boy  snapped  his  fingers  and  laughed. 

"  It  will  be  as  good  as  twenty  sous  to  see  Madame's 
face,"  he  said,  « and  besides,  I  shall  not  take  th- 
money  to  Pierre-4-Feu~oh.  no.     Not  again." 

2^s 


(ij; 


The  Men  of  the  Mountain 

,rfl"^J'u  '  f '"  '"''  P'^yf"!  """rish  of  a  brown 
toe  as  h,gh  as  his  head,  the  Wild  Cat  was  eo„e  u^„ 
his  errand.    But  as  an  int.™,.-      j  ^       "P°" 

the  progress  c!!^ 6^^^^^:;^  ^""^7  '""^^'*-'"'^' 
the  letter  David  A^  1  t/^ i  "'/^P^^'*  "^'"^^^' 
be  preserved     It  t^Xel^r  ^^  ^^---° 

and  difficult  search  in  wh  S  T  n""'     ^  ^^"^  ^^'^  *  W 

b.t  for  the  blessing  "  God  andT^  "''"'   ''^^^  ^""««ded 
ofinstruments.        ^  '  ^"'^  "''  assistance  in  the  choice 

undertaker  is  a^o^e^^^VhS:^^^^^^^^^^^  ^^.'^V'^  '^^ 

appears,  while  still  at  hom/r  !?.  r  *"•  ™^^'''*^' ^^  "^^^ 
half-brother.  Ludovic  Villars  J'"T  '"'^-"'"^  ^^^  *^^*  ^" 
unto  death,  ;ufferingLmmTn'vwoLd?'  T  !"'  P'^^^^'  ^'^'^ 
see  her.  She  instLly  leT  .0^^.  /""^  ^'^'"^  "^^^^^^^ 
speed  to  nurse  her  re"at^ve  Ld  T  H  .  '*"?"  ^''^^'  ^'^'^  a" 
lev.  and  forgivenesstrVntickt':;:?  ^"'^^  ^^^^  ^  ^-•- 

true.    Bu  if  ZaLd  1100^^™''  "^P^^^  *°  ^"'*^  h^*-.  ^^  is 
is  far  .0.  sin^St^i:;:^  ^^  a^tfor  s^  ''^^^  ""^^ 

"  David  Alix." 
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for  David,  shrank  greatly  from  meeting  her  mother— 
at  least  till  she  knew  how  matters  stood  at  Villars 
Chaumont 

That  night  David  remained  at  the  pavilion  in  the 
rear  of  the  post-office.  He  had  resolved  to  watch  by 
the  wounded  man  in  order  that  Noclie  might  get  the 
rest  of  which  she  was  in  need.  La  Petite  Flore  was 
all  day  about  her  business  as  Postal  Receiver,  and 
though  entirely  willing,  could  not  be  expected  to  watch 
at  night  also,  though  she  might  be  able  to  take  some 
charge  during  the  day  while  Noclie  rested.  As  for 
La  Grande,  she  had  betaken  herself  back  to  her  cavern 
in  the  quarry  at  the  back  of  Les  Collines  with  her  gun 
and  a  new  stock  of  provisions. 

Noelie  was  unwilling  to  leave  her  brother  even  for 
a  few  hours  ;  but  David  and  La  Petite  Flore  insisted. 
They  were  seconded  by  the  healthy  drowsiness  of 
youth,  a  long  journey,  and  the  many  varied  emotions 
of  the  last  days.  In  a  little  the  tall  j-oung  postmistress- 
official  came  down  with  the  news  that  Noclie  was 
sleeping  the  dreamless  sleep  of  the  utterly  tired  out. 

David,  with  a  shaded  lamp  and  a  book,  settled  him- 
self to  pass  the  night  in  the  single  arm-chair  which  the 
hastily  installed  household  possessed.  Ludovic,  at 
first  restless  and  feverish,  continually  tossing  and 
plucking  at  his  bandages,  passed  sharply  into  a  state 
of  apparent  unconsciousness.  Nevertheless,  once  or 
twice  when  David  raised  his  head,  he  caught  over  the 
blinding  white  light  of  the  lamp  and  the  greenish 
circle  of  the  shade,  the  eyes  of  the  wounded  man  fixed 
upon  his. 

He  rose  and  went  over  to  the  bed  on  the   second 
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David  could  het^e  latn     T'  ">"'  ''"''  '^"^  «"<! 

Ludovic  spoke.    J.  was  rte  fi    ,  1  """"^'"^  ""- 
bee.i  brouehtin     Hi.      ■  '"'•'  ^'""^  he  had 

b".  wi.hou^';U",eas"';:raZ  "■^''  '''"'  ^'^-"- 

"  »hr°r^X'S:'  "•'  ™«  f-  «•»  bed  ; 
Da«d  rose  ami  went  nearer  to  hin,. 

shake  hands.    We  also  are  brotTer^-    ^'^  -"^^  "^ 

Jf  es,   I    remember,"  said    T  ,.^     • 
sharpnesv-butwhere  sshet  wh°"\^'^  ^   ""le 
"She  is  fatigued  and  I  ^i.        V"  '^^  "°^  ^^^^•'" 
she  sleeps."     ^      '  ^  ^  ^"^  ^^*^^'"g  '"or  her  while 

Ludovic  shut  his  eyes  as  if  »,»     •  u  ^ 
interview.     David  stofe   oftV  backTot     ?  ''T  ''' 
lamp ;   but  the  voice  recall^  h       I  r    ^^^"^  ^>'  '^^ 
down.  ^^"^"^  ^'"^  before  he  had  sat 

t^el::^ZTn  "^""^  '"  ^^  ^-^-"-  of  sins  r 

declare  the  faith  that  was  i„^;^  ""'"''  ''''  ^'^^  ^o 

"  You  have  no  doubt  that  sins  can  }v.  r      • 
worst  sins  .? "  *^^"  ^^  ^rgiven— the 

"  I  have  no  doubt— non*'  nf  ^u 
none  orthe  atonement  ofTe^u^'c'h Ws^^  "'  ^°^- 

cuevers  joy,  expressed  chiefly  in 
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tte  thrill  and  „emorof  the  voice,  touched  the  wounded 
nelrt' U-'  ""  '^"  ""  ""*•••  "=  ''-»<i«i,  " as 

n.:^t:uU""^d^..^X"""-"«'^- 

••How  did  you/dn    XnXTad"' """• 
against  that  wall  in  Mouthe  wUh  the  r^    ^\"^ 

me  tosurve.   But  I  committed  them  to  Go^l  ktp"^ 
And  your  own  soul  ?"     The  wor^ic  ,    ^' 

hissed  upward  from  the  bed.     Ludovi    L7^^^^^^^ 
to  erect  himself  on  one  elbow  butTn  aTo^  .     °f 
down  again  with  a  moan  of  pa"n  "^°"^'"'  ^"^ 

"My  soul?"   said  David  Alix  "z^,/  T  i,  ^ 
mitted  to  Him  long  ago."  '  ^  ^^^  *=°"^- 

"And    you   were    not    afraid.?"      The    tnn^   u  a 

ttTvLt";  "^""'"^ "°"'  -'■  ^^ » d^ 

the  eyes  fixed  upon  him  as  if  to  reaH  k;.  , 

^^  No.  sa.d  the  Pastor  calmly.  « I  was  not  afraid  to 

which  must  have  wrung  hfs  frame  >^hmolr  '"' 
the  -voumled  man  sat  upright  i™  hfa  hi)  ?  .*^°"^' 
towards  the  Pastor,  whis^d  rwX*:?;  ^^^ j,""'"^ 
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**  Tarn  a/raid  to  die/" 

His  lips  were  touched  with  a  h'ttle  faint  froth,  and 
David,  as  he  put  his  arm  about  him  and  gently  laid 
him  back  on  the  pillow,  feared  lest  he  should  pass 
m  his  very  hands.  But  Ludovic  submitted,  and, 
mdeed,  turned  towards  the  Pastor  like  a  child  who 
fears  the  dark. 

"Help  me  tc  die,"  he  pleaded;  "I  did  not  know 
before  that  I  was  a  coward.  Other  sorts  of  coward 
I  am  not.  I  have  fought  in  the  hotness  of  blood  and 
folly  Death  has  come  near  me  and  left  me  cold. 
But  at  Versailles  I  had  time  to  think.  It  was  the 
waiting  that  did  it.  If  they  had  shot  me  out  of  hand 
I  should  not  have  cared.  Perhaps  that  would  have 
tried  your  courage  also." 

"  Friend,"  said  David,  « I  have  no  courage  of  my 
own.  Only  I  know  that  to  him  whom  Christ  upholds 
death  is  the  \^ast  of  evils.  I  have  known,  and  I 
know,  that  each  time  I  cross  into  this  disturbed  land  I 
take  my  life  in  my  hand.  At  any  moment,  from 
behind  any  bush,  the  ball  may  leap  out  upon  me,  the 
knife  strike  me  down.  But,  in  the  faith  of  the 
promises  and  because  of  my  duty,  I  have  never 
hesitated." 

Ludovic  Villars  was  still  a  while.  He  knew  that  the 
Pastor  spoke  truth,  and  something  was  moving  strongly 
within  him.     His  eyes  beckoned  David  nearer. 

"  Come  hither,"  he  said,  «  kneel  for  me  and  pray. 
I  cannot  pray,  but  I  have  a  confession  to  make.  I 
would  make  it  here  and  now.  Little  time  remains 
to  me.     I  would  confess  my  sin  and  be  quit  of  it." 

David  faltered,  uncertain  how  to  act 
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nf  2"'T*'T  "r"^^  '^*"'°"°-  '  "■"  »  Protestant  pastor 
of  the  school  of  Geneva.  I  cannot  give  you  ab.-Mion 
for  your  s,ns.  I  have  no  power.  I  know  that  n^^ 
God,  for  H,s  Son's  sake,  can  do  U,at.    Yet,  if  you  wif 

tofollir'Th    r  'M'r-    "=  '^ '"''  -"^aithfu 
to  forgive.     This  I  myself  have  proven." 

"I  will  confess  to  you  or  not  at  all."  said   the 
wounded  man  firmly. 

So    David,   with    a    prayer  for   guidance  in   this 

human  wreckage,  to  whom  all  his   learning  and   all 
his   blatant   unbelief  had   suddenly  become   useles 
whispered  the  terrible  tale  of  his  life.     The  Pastor  d  d 
not  interrupt  him  with  word  or  question,  but  let  the 
flood  run  to  the  end. 

.Z^T.u^'''^  ^!''^"^'  ^"^  '"  ^^'■^^  ^'h'<^h  he  sug- 
gested, the  contrite  man  prayed  also.    What  these 

words  were  need  not  be  written  down.     They  were 
such  as  a  good  man  might  choose  and  a  sinner'^might 
use.     For  this  good  man  knew  himself  to  be  even  as 
his  brother,  save  for  the  grace  of  God.      No    l!^, 
righteousness  divided  them.     They  were  only  two 
poor  human  creatures  taking  hands  in  the  darkness 
and  helping  each  other  to  find  the  Way-not  priSt 
and  penitent,  but  brother  and  brother 

Ludovic  asked  pardon  of  the  man  he  had  wronged 

for  himself  for  his  family.     And  after  searching  Ton  ' 

for  a  .ormu  a.  David's  mind  settled  substantially  up^^ 

hat  of  Paul  to  the  outcast  sinner  of  wicked  CorinT 

To  whom  ye  forgive  anything,  I  also.     For  if  I  for: 

gave  anything.  I  forgave  it  to  that   man   for  your 

sakes,  m  the  person  of  Christ." 
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"  Bless  me  also  in  His  Name,"  said  the  man  who 
had  confessed,  and  desired  to  make  his  peace.  So  the 
faithful  Pastor,  after  commending  this  yearning  soul  to 
God,  finished  his  mission  with  the  apostolic  benediction, 
"  Now  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ  Himself,  and  God,  even 
our  Father,  which  hath  loved  us  and  hath  given  us 
everlasting  consolation  and  good  hope  through  grace, 
comfort  your  hearts  and  stablish  you  in  every  good 
word  and  work.     Amen." 
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THE  LITTLE  SCHOOLMISTRESS  CALLS 
UP  HER  RESERVES 

WHEN  Madame  David  the  Elder  received  her 
*»  sons  extremely  diplomatic  letter  she  uas  ex- 
ceedmgly  annoyed.  So  much,  indeed,  goes  without 
saymg.  If  David  had  sought  carefully  for  forms  of 
words  to  annoy  his  mother,  he  could  hardly  have 
succeeded  better.  Every  sentence,  every  phrase  was 
an  offence  to  her  intelligence,  an  insult  to  her 
perspicacity. 

"He  takes  me  for  a  fool.  He  writes  as  to  a  child 
with  his  word  formulas  and  wise  saws.  As  if  J  could 
not  see  through  him.  The  children  Thou  gavest  me 
they  have  risen  up  against  me." 

Madame  was  in  the  parlour  which  she  had  arranged 
with  her  own  hands  for  the  Military  ChapLin,  that  in 
which  he  read  the  German  and  English  journals  she 
had  sent  for  from  Bdle.  Here  she  arranged  flowers 
every  morning  before  assisting  a  very  shamefaced  Dr 
Hermann  Falk  to  enter  and  possess  the  land 

After  she  had  settled  the  convalescent  near  the 
open  window-^  pulled  footstools  and  curtains  this  way 
and  that.  Madame  couid  keep  silence  no  longer.     She 
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thrust  David's  letter  into  his  hand,  and  stood  behind 
him  watching  as  he  perused  it  Now  the  Military 
Chaplain  had  a  manly  dislike  to  meddling  with  the 
letters  of  others  on  any  pretext  He  handled  the 
note,  therefore,  in  a  distinctly  irritated  manner.  More- 
over, if  there  was  one  thing  that  he  disliked  more 
than  another,  it  was  for  any  one  to  breathe  into  his 
neck.  Both  these  crimes  Madame  was  committing. 
The  Chaplain  was  annoyed. 

In  his  most  military  manner  he  rapped  out  sharply, 
"This  news  must  be  an  immense  relief  to  you' 
Madame.     It  is  to  me."  ' 

The  lady  stepped  back,  regarded  him  truculently 
for  a  moment  and  then  dropped  her  gaze  under  the 
steady  eye  of  the  Chaplain. 

"Yes,  a  great  relief-naturally,"  she  murmured; 
"but  I  always  knew  that  No^lie  would  do  something 
foolish.     She  is  a  girl  without  stability  of  character." 
"  You  can  guess,  then,  where  she  is  ?  " 
"Guess,"  cried  Madame,  turning  herself  loose  with 
a  vicious  laugh ;  « I  know,  and  I  am  going  to  confront 
them.    There  is  a  plot  against  me,  I  tell  you.     I  have 
evidence  of  it    But  they  cannot  deceive  me.     I  shall 
go    and    shame    them.     Her    brother,    indeed— her 
murderer,  more  like." 

She  was  on  the  point  of  going  out  in  a  blaze  when 
the  Military  Chaplain  called  her  back. 

"Madame,"  he  said,  in  the  customary  dry  manner 
of  command  in  which  he  had  addressed  her  of  late, 
"  I  am  deeply  indebted  to  you  for  all  your  kindness.' 
but  if  I  am  to  continue  my  convalescence  in  your 
house,  there  must  be  no  quarrelling  «n  my  account" 
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"The  quarrel,  Herr  Militaiy  Chaplain,  has  been 
wholly  because  of  the  ingratitude  of  my  children." 

"  I  cannot  believe  that  of  your  daughter,  Madame. 
I  respect  her  too  deeply.  I  desire  that  in  this  matter 
you  will  allow  her  to  do  what  she  considers  to  be  her 
duty.  As  for  my  friend  David,  I  know  him  better 
than  you  do,  and  I  inform  you  that  he  is  quite  in- 
capable either  of  undutifulness  himself  or  of  encourag- 
ing it  in  another." 

He  bo'ved  slightly  and  with  reserve,  almost  like 
one  who  gives  an  inferior  permission  to  retire  from 
the  presence.  And  the  mistress  of  Chateau  Villars 
went  as  obediently  as  a  soldier  of  the  second  class  out 
of  the  presence  of  the  colonel.  She  felt  no  astonish- 
ment herself.  It  was  the  first  time  in  her  life  that 
she  had  been  so  commanded,  and  somehow  she  was 
conscious  of  a  strange  pleasure  in  obeying. 

The  Military  Chaplain  had  adopted  this  tone  with 
her  after  many  and  various  essays,  and  to  his  delight 
found  that  it  succeeded  perfectly.  His  stay  at  Chateau 
Villars  became  once  more  bearable. 

But  Madame,  when  she  left  the  Chaplain  alone  with 
his  books,  his  journals,  and  his  pipe,  had  by  no  means 
given  up  the  idea  of  seeking  out  No^lie.  After  all, 
she  was  the  judge  of  what  was  best  for  her  family. 
She  was  easy  in  her  mind  as  to  her  daughter's  safety, 
and  by  no  means  sorry  to  be  relieved  of  her  presence 
in  the  house,  but  still  she  was  more  uneasy  than  she 
had  ventured  to  reveal  to  Hermann  Falk  upon  another 
score.    That  score  was  David. 

To  her  mind  there  could  be  no  doubt  where  the 
fugitives    were    concealed.      Accordingly    Madame, 
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dressed  in  Her  most  imposing  costume,  drew  forth 
from  a  deep  cupboard  her  hat  of  ceremony,  of  an 
ancient  mushroom  shape,  much  adorned  with  plumes, 
and  with  black  ribands  which  tied  under  the  chin  in 
the  fashion  of  fifteen  years  before.  She  had  been 
meaning  to  visit  BAle  or  NeuchStel  one  of  these  da)  s 
to  restore  her  out-of-door  wardrobe,  that  it  might  vie 
with  her  new  indoor  finery.  But  in  her  rustling  silks 
she  did  not  doubt  that  she  would  appear  sufficiently 
awful  to  abase  the  culprits  and  their  supporters. 

So  this  is  why,  at  eleven  o'clock  in  the  monu'ng 
while  the  children  of  the  little  school  on  the  heights 
above  Les  Pargots  were  taking  their  music  lesson 
with  doors  and  windows  open  on  account  of  the  heat, 
a  dark,  impressive  figure  suddenly  filled  the  doorwaj! 
and  silence  like  the  shadow  of  some  threatening  mis- 
fortune filled  the  room,  descended  upon  the  desks 
hushed  all  childish  song,  and  shaded  the  bright  face 
of  the  little  schoolmistress.  Nevertheless  she  advanced 
to  meet  her  visitor,  pointer  in  hand.  She  had  been 
teaching  a  new  song,  and  the  notes  were  difficult  to 
follow  upon  the  blackboard. 

"Madame,"  she  began,  but  faltered.  And  then 
after  a  painful  pause,  in  which  the  unexpected  guest 
appeared  to  wither  the  entire  company  with  the  fixity 
of  her  stare,  she  managed  to  ejaculate,  "Madame 
Villars— what  can  I  do  for  you  ?  " 

Not  very  strong  in  words  was  tliis  little  school- 
mistress, but  her  heart  was  sound  enough  within.  She 
had  been  surprised,  with-^ut  a  moment  to  arrange  her 
thoughts,  for  Madame  David  the  Elder  was  the  last 
visitor  she  expected  to  see  at  Les  Bassettes. 
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"  Will  you  take  a  seat  ? "  she  ventured,  setting  the 
best  for  her,  but  Madame  refused  with  an  imperiou.> 
gesture. 

"Perhaps  Mademoiselle  the  instructress  will  come 
to  the  door  for  a  few  minutes  "'  she  pontificated  ;  "  the 
subject  upon  which  I  have  to  consult  her  is  not  sucii 
as  will  bear  opening  out  before  minds  young  and 
innocent" 

Alice  Brante  had  not  the  least  idea  what  it  was 
that  the  haughty  chdtdaine  demanded  of  her.  But 
she  had  known  her  in  past  dajs  as  a  benefactress, 
though  never  a  willing  or  an  affectionate  one.  And 
besides,  she  kept  in  her  heart  a  certain  secret  which, 
innocent  as  it  was,  made  her  pale  cheeks  glow. 

She  followed  Madame  to  the  door  meekly  enougli. 
with  only  a  word  or  two  thrown  over  her  shoulder 
to  the  children  to  send  them  to  their  slates  and  copv-- 
books.  With  a  single  motion  of  the  hand  she  erected 
the  senior  scholar,  a  girl,  to  the  position  of  monitor, 
with  the  authority  of  a  regent  in  her  absence. 

The  little  schoolmistress,  weak  in  some  things,  kept 
very  good  discipline  ches  elle. 

But  somehow,  as  soon  as  she  passed  the  threshold, 
and  the  wide  sunlit  landscape  opened  like  a  green 
flame  before  her,  she  seemed  like  a  poor  little  culprit 
led  to  justice  by  this  stern  official  accuser.  She  felt 
infinitely  young  and  helpless  in  that  grasp. 

They  paused  with  one  accord  within  the  porch  of 
the  cottage.  Behind  them  the  noise  of  the  school  had 
sunk  to  a  drowsy  hum.  Alice  was  very  wistful  and 
lonely  as  she  stood  nervously  plucking  at  a  vine 
tendril,  and  waiting  for  the  thunder  to  break. 
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MadIm,vT  'T'''"S'""  Noi'fe  hidden  with  yoa; 
Madame  V.llars  began,  towering  over  the  little  schoo  . 

helme  of  th^,  ''T'  "'?^''  ''^  *•*  "°'  -"-"tio" 
tne  name  of  the  place  from  which  he  wrote.     So  much 

A^u  not  answer  me,  I  forbid  you  The 
m««ge  was  delivered  to  me  by  one  of  your  own 
ragged  u|j:hms,  who  doubtless,  according   to   yZ 

seeking  my  daughter;  and  as  for  mv  son  whnm 
you  have  suborned  from  his  sacred  Tutyi  forbS 
you_^ver  to  hold  the  slightest  inte^ourse^' Jith'tm 

heaTtht"  f  °"''*r"*  "■*  "«''  ^hootoistress 
heard  this  strange  harangue  may  be  imaeined. 
Madame   must  have  gone  out  of  her   mM^  So 

pr*f  of  guilt  ^  ''"'  ""  '""*^^"^"'  f"  -  '«'*«<'-' 
fou'n^L'"  Y^l!"  '""*  «-"Phantly,  "you  are  dumb- 

Ln>    if     Jf        !*"  '"''  daughter;  where  is  -v 
son?    I  »»// know  what  h=«  been  going  on  here       - 
I  ha«  to  call  upon  the  law  of  the  land  I  sStlfinH 
out     I  wii,  rescue  them  out  of  your  destinthan^ 
Oh  .t  u  useless  to  deny.    I  have  suspected  ft  To"? 

sighted  than  I,  turned  you  out  of  our  house  so  thai 
you  should  not  corrupt  our  children,  you  havr^e^ 
P^annmg  revenge.  And  now.  with  your  ai„  of  S^nt 
Nitouche.  your  wiles  of  hypocritical  meekness,  y^J 
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would  play  upon  his  simplicity— the  weakness  of  men 
for  certain  graces  of  face  and  figure— which  are  in 
fact  worthless,  superficial,  and  tending  only  to  the 
encouragement  of  wickedness." 

The  little  schoolmistress  knew  not  in  the  least  how 
to  defend  herself  against  this  torrent  of  words,  but  she 
did  the  best  that  she  could.  She  opened  wide  the 
door  of  the  cottage,  and  invited  the  angry  woman  to 
enter  and  see  for  herself. 

So,  as  a  prelude  lifting  her  skirts  to  avoid  possible 
contagion,  the  lady  of  Chaumont  penetrated  into  the 
three  rooms  which  made  up  the  official  residence  of  the 
schoolmistress  of  Les  Bassettes.     Everything  was  of 
the  utmost  simplicity.     She  saw  first  the  red-bricked 
kitchen,  with  its  few  carefully  scoured   utensils,  the 
little  stove,  cold  and  shining,  a  table  and  three  chairs. 
Then  she  visited  the  parlour,  with  shelves  for  Alice's 
college-books  and  a  few  others.     This  tiny  room  was 
sweet  with  bunches  of  wild  flowers  which  the  children 
had  brought  to  greet  her  that  day.     Indeed,  she  kept 
all  her  vases  ready  for  them,  fresh  filled  with  water 
each  morning.    The  bedroom,  beyond,  contained  only 
a  little  white  bed,  the  dressing-table  with  its  simple 
accoutrement,  and  on  the  mantelpiece  a  photograph 
of  the  chAteau  of  Villars  Chaumont  taken  by  some 
wandering  photographer,  with  herself  and  Noelie  as 
little  white-frocked  maids  seated  on  the  edge  of  the 
fountain,  and  the  tall  figure  of  David,  then  a  lad  at 
college,  standing  pensively  by. 

Tiie  carefully  guarded  souvenir  kindled  the  ire  of 
Madame.  She  reached  out  a  strong  hand,  wrenched 
the  poor  little  frame  of  carved  wood  from  the  nail 
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.ha.  held  i.,  and  threw  H  bodi.y  „„t  of  U,e  open 
w,th  a  sharp  cry  of  pam  she  ran  out  of  the  door  to 

h  r  of^thTo"  d :;'"  r-^"  ^'"=  ^^'^  *°  -^'  ^ 

coo,f;;s  .tHrahittro^thf^r 

drawers,  and  turn  over  the  Daoers  in  =ivl      \ 
tin  where  Al,~  i,     "  ™  P^Pers  m  a  box  of  japanned 
tin  Where  Ahce  kept  her  diplomas  and  school  paoers 
She  regretted  that  she  had   no  time  to^pe7the 
wooden  trunlc  which  stood  on  the  floor  in  the  corner 

witn  a  clasp-kn,fe  gave  better  results.    She  secured 
and  pocketed  two  or  three  photographs  and  a  packet 
of  letters,  sealed  and  marked  •' Private  "i„  =.  ^! 
writing  which  seemed  familiar  '     "  *  ''*"''■ 

„.^'*  .,**'*  ^"^""^  ^^"'"^  'he   Elder  felt  herself 
ine  peace  of  her  family  hearth.     Ihat  sHp  h^A   u 
.uarre,  jus.  she  felt  assured,  JuoJ^i^^^Z 
pnvate  letters  of  the  little  schoolmistress,  sheTeltthlt 
she  was  also  triply  armed.  ne  >eit  tnat 

But  another  foe  met  her  in  the  doorway  Alice 
had  called  up  her  reserves.  Instir.ctively^felt  t^at 
.*e  was  no  match  for  this  overbearing  woman  who 
.n  her  childhood  had  ruled  like  a  tyrant  0"^";  and 
of  whose  angers  she  even  now  sto^  in  awe  Not  a 
very  brave  Httle  woman,  the  schoolmis.^s  where 
only  her  own  rights  were  concerned,  and  therfo  ^ 
"uch  ,n  need  of  an  ally  and  protector  to  convoy  her 
Ihrough  the  rough  and  tumble  of  life.  ^ 
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The  present  ally  was  no  mean  one.  Anna  Heller 
wife  of  Jean  of  that  name,  was  a  woman  of  the  best 
Oass  of  Smss/ermi^res.  She  had  inherited  the  land^ 
which  they  cultivated,  and  had  in  her  time  been 
counted  both  a  notable  beauty  and  an  heiress. 

She  was  of  that  sturdy,  independent  breed  which 
has  no  fear  of  wealth  or  position.  A  good,  plain- 
spoken  woman,  comfortably  settled  in   life,  she  felt 

rulT    '",.",?  ''''^  dependent  on  the  greater  folk  of 
Chdteau  Villars. 

Immediately  she  took  the  offensive. 

"  How  dare  you  charge  us,  Madame,  with  havinc 
sequestered  your  daughter  ?  That  is  a  legal  offence 
and  such  as  we  have  no  need  to  commit.  When  have 
we  been  permitted  to  see  your  daughter?  Not  for 
many  months-never  since  you  began  to  keep  her 
close  at  home ;  and  your  son  >  When  he  comes  here 
It  is  upon  the  duties  of  his  calling.  He  is  of  age ' 
ask  him.  Besides,  he  is  our  pastor.  But  you  shall  not 
trample  through  my  rooms  as  you  have  through  our 
poor  Alice's.  Get  back  to  your  work,  child.  The 
children  will  be  missing  you !  I  warrant  that  I  shall 
be  able  to  satisfy  Madame  Villars  about  you  I " 

Madame  had,  indeed,  flinched  before  the  storm 
This  was  no  meek  Alice  with  the  memory  of  earh- 
chastisements  and  threatenings  weighing  down  her 
heart. 

"My  daughter  has  stolen  away  secretly  on  the 
pretext  of  nursing  an  enemy  of  our  house,"  she 
resumed,  pinching  in  her  thin  lips -"that  is,  one 
who  calls  himself  the  son  of  my  late  husband.  From 
mformation  which  I  received,  and  from  a  letter  which 
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"That  information  is  fake.    Tliose  who  spread  it 
are  Lars,  and  those  who  beheve  it  are  LTs"lid 

"ir  tt-tor^^onr;;:^'  "/r """  -'  ^ 

daughter,    Not^r'/aln.     Ouf  itra^^^e:  Z 
honour  in  J„d.i„,  JbT^^I;  ^^ -^  -^ 

Xt  s.drs:X"^:;s^e^-^^' 

we  have  honestly  earned  "  P°''^'' 

^hl'beZr^,  Ter:^^  ^^^d^ft  T^- 
weapons,  "all  I  asl<ed  of  you  J^ftt  1 ''  ?'" 
my  daughter  was  not  hidLg  l",^'TuT  '*," 
and  that  designing  pe«„„s  w-4  „ot  dn.  '  "^'• 
my  son  from  his  loyaltv  to  J  J  T'"^  ^'^J' 
calling."  ^   ^    °  ""  ""^  '"  ••«  father's 

But  the  stout  advocate  was  not  to  be  disarmed. 

Auc!fBz;?-dr„a%;ut„°Lr™r"= 

to  yourself     I  rfn  n^f  i  ^^^P  y°"*"  'aunts 

/uurscii.     1  do  not  know  anything  about  fh«  off  • 

of  your  son.    But  if  ever  he  cLTi     •  ?     ^  ^^'^"'^ 
ran  f«ii  1,'  ®  ^"°"^<^  ^'sh  to  manv  T 

can  tell  him—aye,  and  I  hav*.  tr^u  u-       i       ,^^'  *■ 

he  could  not  in  half .  1        J  ""  already-that 

confede^tio:  i^T,^7JtT::ir:tz 

Ahce  Brante  .s  a  beggar's  girl  reared  on  charity 
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I  tell  you— my  charity—and  now  you  would  en- 
courage my  son  to  disobey  his  mother.  Never  would 
I  give  my  consent" 

"Tut,  tut,"  cried  the  undaunted  Anna,  "not  so  fast, 
Madame.    Pastor  David  is  the  man  of  all  others  I 
most  respect.     But  he  has  not  won  our  Alice  yet ; 
when  he  has  done  so  it  will  then  be  time  to  talk  of 
wearing  her.    As  to  being  poor,  that  is  as  may  be. 
Jean  and  I  have  duly  gone  before  a  notary,  we  have 
had  drawn   up,   signed,  and   sealed    an    instrument 
making  our  little   Alice  our   heiress.      Besides,   for 
present  use,  there  is  a  snug  nest-egg  in  the  rentes, 
bought  when  they  were  lowest,  which  will  make  our 
maid  not  an  unhandsome  dowry.    And  if  you  will  lay 
down  an  equal  sum  on  behalf  of  your  son  on  the  day 
of  his  marriage— why,  Madame,  let  me  say  it  plainly 
—it  will  be  a  great  deal  more  than  those  who  know 
you  best  expect  of  you ! " 

The  lady  of  Chaumont  took  her  way  back  as  she 
had  come,  defeated  indeed,  but  not  discouraged.  Her 
last  words  had  been,  "  Never,  never  will  I  consent  I " 
to  which  Anna  had  retorted, "  Madame,  your  consent 
has  not  been  asked." 

But  as  she  climbed  the  path,  her  silks  rustling 
about  her,  she  clasped  the  little  bundle  of  letters 
marked  "  Private  "  which  she  had  snatched  out  of  the 
ravished  comer  cupboard  in  the  bedroom  of  the  little 
schoolmistress. 
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THE  FIRE  OF  PURIFYING 

I  ^ on'r.  o  ?  -^  ""l""'  "'  '''"'^  """ked  ■■  Private  " 
.he  cu"p^Xf'ttf  TT'  '''-■«'  "-y"- 

so  labeCAnd^Snt      "'■''""•  ""  "^-">' 
she  noted  the  h^nJ  ■."  P"™'^''  "^  ••"  *a">ber 

feared.  *  ^^  '"  ^'  ''""•J  »"  she  had 

familiar  to  Madame  Vilkr,   '.  '"'"<'""»'"g   sfangely 
endorsement,  ■.  G^tn'^t  ^  ^  ^^Wd ''"t':  "'"f 

oveo- fibre  of  her  body  quiver  with  tndt  T         '"'"'" 
She  broke  the  seal  3  .    u      '"^'2"«'°"- 

found  another  endosurrli:  se^^'  -'"nishment 
written.  "To  be  o^ed  h    vr  f "''  "P°"  "'''*  «'as 

".y  w;rd.  tvhtTelhrhtrr'i;^'7«--' 

one  years."  ^"^  ^8^«  o^  twenty- 

The  writing  which  she  had  taken  for  h. 
J  at  of  her  fi.t  husband.  Pastor  David  AH ^^^^^^^^^ 
it  was  no  wonrlf^r  e»,«,  u  j  ^  '^  ^"^  iilder. 

and  son  »rort:ht  .tti^t^e'^*  '-/«•>" 
hand  of  the  father  was  rou^t  and  1!^"'''^'"  *^ 
that  of  the  son.  '^  ^"■'«''  'han 
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was  a  receipt  from  the  Bank  of  Henri  Villar..  *  r 

I  ".,   "  y^^^^^-     The  date  was  considerablv  after  thi 

auiy  noted.    The  increase  of  the  sum  at  the  credit    f 

the  certificate  of  AHc?s  bSh  trP'""~"'P"''<' 

~,  and  the  .„  o7her  theX^r^l^-, -mL" 
brother  m  the  Lord,  David  Ahx  of  I.e  Lochfe  late^J 

secret  nf  hi    fJ.  "°  ^'^*'''""*  *o  divulge  the 

.rnVone^elr-"  ""  ^"^  *""  ^"-«''  '^"^^  "^ 

Madame  sank  back  with  a  wK.vi;«^t>    •    .. 
scatt^r^r]  K«f      u  whirhngbram,  the  papers 

="t:iinirtrr:h:td-.S 

twenty  years,  with  odd  crackling,  of  o     u        ^ 

all  they  possessed  in  the  world. 
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It  was  all  too  easy  to  see  what  had  happened  She 
owed  this  misfortune  to  her  two  husbands.  She 
understood  both  of  them,  and  could  follow  the  working 
of  their  natures.  David  Mix,  a  silent,  faithful,  cautious 
man,  had  made  the  best  Investment  of  the  fortune 
confided  to  him  that  seemed  possible.  He  had 
arranged  the  terms  and  seen  punctually  to  the 
accumulation  of  the  capital,  as  the  interest' fell  in 
year  by  year. 

These  papers  had  been  privately  placed  with  his 
own   lawyer  in   charge  for   David.     By  David  they 
had  been  received  at  his  majority,  and  the  envelope 
unbroken,  passed  over  to  the  little  schoolmistress' 
Neither  Alice  nor  the  Pastor  knew,  therefore,  what 
chance  had  placed  in  her  hands.     She  thought  with 
the  hot  retrospective  anger  of  disappointment  of  the 
grave  quiet   man,   who,   entrusted   with  his   friend's 
secret,  had  kept  it  carefully  even  from  his  own  wife 
and  to  his  dying  day  had  fulfilled  the  mission  of  the 
dead. 

Ah  I  if  he  had  only  trusted  her,  his  wife,  what  a 
difference  to-day!     The  part  of  Heniy  Villars  was 
not  equally  clear.    The  agreement  and  first  receipt 
bore  the  stamp  of  the  Mairie  of  the  City  of  Neuchdtel 
therefore  it  was  likely  that  copies  would   be  found 
in  the  cantonal   archives.      Yet  after  the  death  of 
Pastor  David  Alix  the  Elder  there  wa.s  no  trace  of 
the  sum  in  the  books  of  his  banker.     Henri  Villars 
must  therefore  have  taken   it  altogether  out  of  the 
actifoi  the  bank,  or  it  would  have  remained  there  to 
this  day  accumulating  interest.     But  when  the  Credit 
Federal   took   over   the  Villars'  private   bank  as  a 
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ing 


going  concern,  there  ua,  no  mention  of  any  such 

of  a  million  franc,  had  been  paid  for  (he  pro^rty  of 
Ch  .eau  Chaumont.     She  had  never  undeLt^d  W 

hard  cash.    She  had  sup|»sed  that  it  was  by  some 

"rSd  h""™v"°"  "'  "■=  ""'"-of  "hich  heXd 
hi,  ^  r  •  ,'^""  ""  '^'•"''^  «»»  '^'="-  And  her 
>vh '„  .  'r'  °"  ""  '"«="  '^"<=°f  "'"""I  ^icK.  I 
of  he  casH  "'  ""'  '"  »"P-''--"'ility  every  stone 
of  the  cast  e,  everj-  ,,/•/«,/  of  field  and  wood  and 
vmeyard  belonged,  not  to  herself  and  N-oclie,  but  "o 
the  little  schoolmistress  1 

Now  Madame  David  the  Elder  had  all  her  day, 

then  ,h    m1"'^  '"  l"  "«'"'•  ""  •■"""'  »°">»"-     Bu 
then  she  had  never  been  tried  so  high  as  thi^   Indeed 

few  human  creatures  have  been  so  tried 

sat^JLin^  ^!T°°"  *'.  '''^^  °'  ^'""'^  Cl^"""-""' 

S  her  L!'  'cl  T?  '"  "•"'*  ^''^  "'''^  'he  doom 
or  her  pnde.    She  had  not  even  thought  of  taking 

oushed  rt'  ""^'T "'-^'"''«'^  hat,  wWch  had  been 
pushed  back  from  her  heated  brow,  and  hung  with 
a  comical  cock  (which  was,  to  one  who  knew  her  the 
e  sence  of  tragedy)  over  one  ear.     Her  rid,  black 

dLr "'  '""'  ''"''  -  '  '•"  ^>-pW  With  her 

When  her  servants  came  to  the  door  to  ask  for 
o  ders,  3he  bade  them  begone  in  tones  whicrthey 
hard  y  recognised  as  those  of  their  mLstress.  Takt^ 
this  m  connexion  with  the  strange    - 
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Mademoiselle  No^lie  and  the  non-return  of  Pastor 
David,  the  domestics  began  to  whisper  about  the 
house  strange  things  of  elopements,  secret  marriages, 
and  the  anger  of  the  mother.  But  all  of  these  stories, 
though  springing  full  armed  with  circumstance  from 
the  ground,  were  far  from  explaining,  even  if  true,  the 
actual  agony  of  mind  that  the  poor  woman  suffered. 

She  was  smitten  where  she  was  proudest— in  the 
state  and  dignity  of  the  richest  cMfelaine  of  a  province. 
Her  supplanter  was  the  giri  she  had  turned  from  her 
door.  Her  husband,  Henri  Villars,  had  obtained  the 
ill-gotten  money  that  had  purchased  for  her  this  wide 
consideration— yes,  and  this  power  to  help  others— by 
destroying  the  evidence  which  recorded  his  indebted- 
ness to  the  giri  he  had  made  an  outcast. 

But  the  dead  hand  of  a  more  upright,  farther-sighted 
man  had  been  reached  out  from  the  grave,  and  the 
punishment  must  fall— not  upon  Henri  Villars,  the 
guilty,  but  upon  his  widow,  the  wholly  innocent. 

Half-a-dozen  times  Madame  rose,  laid  the  papers 
in  the  fireplace,  and  stood  resolute  before  them  with 
a  match  in  her  hand.  Once  she  lighted  it,  and  unto 
this  day  the  receipt  of  Henri  Villars  is  browned  a 
little  at  one  corner. 

But  this  woman  was  fundamentally  honest.  Hard 
she  was,  but  she  had  never  held  to  m'^nej'  for  its 
own  sake.  She  was  a  liberal  giver,  id  for  that 
reason,  in  this  strait,  the  Lord  loved  her— perhaps  had 
nercy  upon  her.  He  put,  at  least,  the  best  thought 
into  her  heart  that  could  possibly  have  come  there— 
though  one  that  was  conveying  the  poor  woman  to  a 
new  Calvary. 

25s 


The  Fire  of  Purifying 

She  suddenly  snatched  up  the  papers,  and  carriccf 

them,  envelopes  and  all,  down  to  the  room  where 

Herr  Military  Chaplain   Hermann  Falk   was  sitting 

composedly  with  his  book.    He  turned  rather  listlessly. 

and  laid  down  his  book  with  a  movement  of  boredom' 

as  he  heard  the  approaching  footsteps  of  his  hostess. 

But  when  he  saw  her  come  in,  her  arms  charged  with 

papers,  the  tears  forcing  themselves  from   her  eyes 

and  falling  upon  the  parchments,  he  almost  rose  from' 

his  chair  in  alarm  and  astonishment. 

"  What  has  happened  ? "  he  said,  hurriedly  "  Not— 
not " 

He  had  no  time  to  precise  the  trouble  his  mind 
foreshadowed,  when  Madame,  spreading  the  papers 
before  him  and  occasionally  lifting  her  lace  fichu  from 
her  neck  to  her  eyes,  began  her  story. 

She  passed  the  papers  one  by  one  over  to  him 
and  the  face  of  the  Military  Chaplain  grew  graver 
and  graver  as  the  tale  of  the  rascality  of  Villars  was 
unfolded.  Madame  had  now  passed  beyond  tears,  and 
was  in  tl.  ^  region  of  hard,  dry  sobs  which  she  tried  first 
to  suppress,  and  then,  finding  this  vain,  to  excuse. 

"  It  is  not  that  I  care  for  myself,"  she  said  ;  "never 
was  a  woman  happier  than  in  a  little  house  with  fifty 
pounds  a  year.  But  my  heart  is  broken  for  No^lie— 
yes,  though  she  has  been  disobedient  and  undutiful— 
she  has  been  brought  up  with  the  expectation  of  riches. 
She  ha;  never  known  poverty.     This  will  kill  her  " 

"  Not  at  all,"  said  the  Chaplain  calmly,  "  honest 
poverty  kills  nobody.  The  deceitfulness  of  riches  is 
a  far  more  dangerous  disease." 

"  It  is  not  as  if  I  had  been  hard,  selfish,  ungrateful » 
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she  mourned.  "God  knows  I  have  tried  to  be  Hfs 
steward.  I  have  given  as  widely  and  as  wisely  as  I 
could-without  grudging  and  without  counting  You 
have  only  to  ask  in  all  the  countrv'-from  Besanron 
to  Lochle."  ' 

"I  know- 1  know  it  well,"  said  the  Chaplain 
soothmgly  "I  am  a  poor  hand  at  consolation. 
Madame,  but  this  I  do  know,  that  what  is  now  ta'<en 
from  you,  somewhere  and  somehc  ^v,  will  be  restored 
fourfold." 

"  But  my  restoration  also  ought  to  be  fourfold  "  she 
cned.  rising  from  the  table  in  great  agitation,'"  the 
money  was  stolen.  It  has  been  kept  back  and  mis- 
used for  twenty  years  !  " 

"Not  by  you,  dear  lady,"  said  the  Military-  Chaplain  • 
"you  are  innocent.  And  no  one  could  have  made  a 
better  use  of  the  money  which,  all  unwitting,  you  have 
held  in  trust." 

"Not  always -not  always,"  mourned  Madame 
David  the  Elder.  She  was  thinking  of  the  military 
companies  she  had  equipped,  and  how  little  good  they 
had  wrought  for  the  country  of  her  birth  and  the 
district  in  which  she  dwelt. 

Then  she  returned  to  her  plaint  about  Noelie 
"  David  and  I  could  go  back  to  the  little  house  at 
Le  Lochle.  It  is  still  ours— or  rather  his.  He  has 
only  his  stipend,  poor  fellow,  but  then  so  had  his 
father  before  him.  Thank  God.  I  am  strong  enough 
and  well  enough,  and  my  heart  is  stout  enough  to  do 
the  whole  work  of  a  household  as  I  have  done  it 
before.  But  it  is  the  fate  of  Noelie  that  rends  a 
mother's  heart." 
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The  Military  Chaplain  moved  a  little  uneasily  in 
his  chair  Twice  he  seemed  about  to  speak,  and 
twice  he  fell  silent. 

At  last  he  appeared  to  make  up  his  mind  and  struck 
out  bravely. 

"  Madame,  I  have  something  of  the  greatest  im- 
portance to  say  to  you-something  for  which  I  would 
gladly  have  chosen  another  time  and  happier  sur- 
roundings. I  ask  your  ^  :rdon  and  I  acknowledge 
that  I  have  been  wrong  not  to  speak  to  you  of  the 
matter  before." 

During  this  prelude,  in  which  the  voice  of  the 
Chaplain  of  the  Colbergers  was  more  moved  than  she 
had  ever  heard  it.  strange  glints  of  wonder,  fear,  and 
joy  passed  rapidly  over  the  face  of  Madame  David 
She  remained  with  her  hat  still  dangling  unheeded 
on  her  back,  her  eyes  red,  and  her  face  at  once  har- 
rowed with  suffering  and  transfigured  by  hope. 

The  Chaplain  proceeded,  with  the  measured  voice 
of  one  who  had  taken  a  strong  grip  of  himself  and 
had  resolved  to  express  his  mind  once  for  all. 

"I  feel  for  your  cruel  deception  in  this  affair,  dear 
Madame."  he  said,  "  but  you  have  nothing  to  char-e 
yourself  with.  And  as  for  No^lie,  your  dau-ht?r 
there  is  no  need  to  be  downcast.  /  have  had  it  in  my 
mind  for  some  time  to  ask  very  respectfully  for  her 
hand  m  marriage  !  " 

Then  appeared,  for  the  first  time  in  this  histor^'  the 
full  greatness  of  soul  possessed  by  this  hard,  masterful 
ivoman.  She  actually  tottered  under  the  stroke  of  the 
disappointment.  A  low.  hoarse  sound  like  a  groan 
burst  from  her  lips,  and  her  hands  clutched  the  edge 
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of  the  toblc  by  which  she  had  been  standing.  Her- 
mann heard  the  rasp  of  the  finger  nails  as  they  caught 
and  slid  along  the  wood.  She  managed,  however,  to 
reach  a  chair,  into  which  she  fell  rather  than  sat  down. 
The  Military  Chaplain  was  astonished  at  the 
«motion  which  his  proposition  had  excited. 

"  It  is  because  of  my  nationality,"  he  thought  And 
immediately,  with  the  stubbornness  of  his  race,  he  set 
himself  to  combat  the  objection. 

"  Your  daughter  is  a  Swiss  by  adoption,"  he  went 
on,  "  I  am  of  the  Wendish  lands  which  were,  after 
long  fighting,  conquered  by  the  Prussians.  Without 
being  rich,  I  am  well  situated  as  to  worldly  goods.  If 
No^lie  would  be  happier  (or  you  happier  about  her)  if 
I  were  to  leave  Berlin,  I  could  find  a  place  to  exercise 
my  calling  elsewhere.  I  am  not  a  boy  to  care  for 
the  distinctions  of  a  court.  Of  these  I  have  had  my 
share " 

He  would  have  gone  on  in  this  strain  for  some  time, 
but  Madame,  who  sat  staring  and  watching  him  with 
^rey  face  and  twitching  lips,  faltered  out  her  questions 
—the  only  two  that  mattered  to  her. 

"  You  have  told  this  to  Noelie  ? " 

"  Madame,"  he  answered,  "  I  acknowledge  with  some 
shame  and  infinite  regret— that  in  strict  justice  and 
propriety  I  ought— first— to  have  approached " 

She  cut  him  short. 

"  Have  you  told  her  ?  " 

"  She  knows  that  I  love  her  I  " 

"  Have  you  told  her  > " 

"  I  have !  "  said  the  Chaplain,  as  if  answering  to  his 
name  on  a  roll-call. 
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*'  And  she  loves  you  ? " 

"  I  have  some  reason  to  believe  so,  Madame  !  " 

"  Answer  me  directly—no  formulas— no  evasions !  " 
The  voice  of  Madame  David  had  risen  to  a  cry  of 
bitter  agony.  ''Has  she  told  you  that  she  loves 
you  ? " 

"  She  has ! " 

Then  Madame  David  the  Elder,  tragic  in  her  dis- 
hevelled silk  and  above  it  the  grey  face  with  the 
colourless  lips,  rose  a  second  time,  tottered  a  moment, 
clutched  at  the  mantelpiece,  steadied  herself,  and  said 
falteringly,  bui  with  that  astonishing  accent  of  heart- 
broken childhood  which  comes  with  great  grief,  "  I 
t  link— I  shall  go  now— I  am  not  well  1 " 
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"AND  GOD  SAID,   LET  THERE  BE 
LIGHT  " 

DROTHER  and  sister  had  a  hard  task  before  them. 
^  on  the  return  of  the  httle  company  from  the 
burymg-place.  It  lay  "without  the  uall/where  die 
oust  of  Ludovic  Villars  mingles  with  that  of  ma„y 
generations  of  the  faithful  Huguenot  remnant.  Their 
business  was  to  persuade  La  Petite  Flore  to  allow 
them  to  depart.    It  had  been  eagerly  debated  between 

for  the  difficulties  and  annoyances  which  the  illness  of 
Ludovic  had  caused  to  the  post-mistress  of  Vercel- 
Adam. 

But  on  the  question  of  money  La  Petite  Flore  was 
adamant.     She  would   not  hear  of  it  at  all.     They 
had,  therefore,  to  think  of  something  else 
;  Have  not  you  done  as  much  and  mo;e  for  me  and 

fau  t     fofr       "°'  '^  f "  '''   ""y  P°-  -other's 
fault-for  the  care  you   have   taken   of  her  on  her 

wanderings  ?     And  think  how  lonely  the   house  will 

be  without  you  ?      Only  the  click  of  the   telegraph 

and  tne  whisper  of  the  letters  sliding  into  the  window- 

264 


"Let  there  be  Light" 

slit  when  you  are  gone  I     I  shall  be  far  more  lonely 
now  that  I  have  known  your  society." 

She  looked  towards  David,  but  it  was  Nodlie  who 
answered. 

"  We  must  go  and  see  our  mother,"  she  said  ;  "  we 
do  not  know  what  is  waiting  for  us  there.  Our 
mother  will  be  very  angiy.  David  has  his  work,  but 
I  must  stay  in  the  house." 

Here  her  brother  touched  her  on  the  shoulder. 

"  I  will  be  there,  Noclie,"  he  said  quietly ;  "it  shall 
be  my  mission  to  speak  with  our  mother.  Have  no 
fear,  little  sister !  " 

But,  in  spite  of  a  secret  she  was  keeping  as  a  great 
final  surprise,  Noclie  Villars  could  not  keep  back  her 
tears  as  the  time  drew  near.  She  wept  on  the  shoulder 
of  La  Petite  Flore,  who  supported  her  much  as  on  a 
weary  march  she  might  have  lent  her  shoulder  to  a 
wounded  comrade.  The  postmistress  held  out  her  left 
hand  to  David. 

"  You  have  done  me  great  service,"  she  said ;  "  I 
have  dwelt  with  a  good  man  in  a  house—a  good  man 
and  a  loving  woman.  I  have  seen  a  miracle  done 
upon  Ludovic  Villars.  There  is  truth  in  what  you 
say,  because  the; ;  is  power  in  what  you  do.  Since 
they  shot  down  my  father  and  my  brother  over  yonder 
at  Les  Collines  above  the  lake,  since  madness  drove 
my  mother  out  into  the  wild,  I  have  been  without  God 
—like  so  many  about  me.  How  in  such  times  can 
one  believe  in  a  good  God  > " 

"Yet,"  said  David  gravely,  as  was  his  wont,  -you 
have  had  more  cause  than  most  The  wife  of  Job 
bade  him  « curse  God  and  die.'    So  also  might  you. 
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ColJines  ?  "  ^"8"^''  of  ^ire  Francois  of  Les 

JLT  °"^  ""^  ^^^  ^*^'^'«  '"'^fits  that  he  was 

consciousness  of  his  mission      An^   ^  u        • 

^^  ne  Means   —L  Hm,me.qui.„e-blapu. 

sha^r.^  *'  r'"  °'  •""'"^'  ''•^"'^  «"«d  out 
.Miarpiy,    come  upstairs  and  see  i " 

The   postmistress  of  Vercel-Adam   followed    her 

there  had  been  a  great  stir  in  the  post-office     Tl^e 
Uu,n  ten«,s  from  Besan^on  had  been  cardUllv  1„ 

diT^d'"'"""'^"''^'-  T'>«'«<'inwh^L !;■ 
died  had  oeen  replaced.    The  Besancon  carrier  hI.J 

fi«edttro7  *""?  '"^^""^  Packed'"  A^h^'bLM 

and  sister  were  to  rejoice  in  the  suT,rise  which  it  had 

La"  ?;tn?  '""""^ """  '°"'"'-s'« '°  -4' 

i-a  Petite  Hore  mounted  to  tlie  redecorated  Lrf 

:^"  *-.  [-"""f  l-d  died.     It  waT    Ld    V  1" 
.Noclies  dainty  refinement     The  bed  ,va«  ^f  k 
a.Ki   copper   the  pearl  of  all   beds  t  rbolt^i^ 
tesangon     It  was  curtained  lightly  in  blue  an^thite 
a»  were  also  the  windows.     Vases  and  flowers  w^' 
everywhere.     And,  as  thei.  had  been  no  tile  to  fay 
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the  floor  in  parqueterie,  a  pretty  linoleum  imitation 
had  been  laid  down,  blue  and  white  also,  with  plenty 
of  rugs  and  carpets  scattered  about  There  was  also 
a  bookcase  which  No<ilie  had  insisted  on  filUng  herself, 
because  David's  taste  would  have  been  too  serious. 

-a  Petite  Flore  paused  dumb-stricken  in  the  door- 
way. No^lie  had  opened  the  door  and  stood  smiling 
with  the  latch  in  her  hand.  But  La  Petite  Flore  to 
the  amazement  of  both  Noelie  and  David,  put  her 
hand  to  her  face  and  wept  silently,  till  the  tears 
streamed  through  her  fingers  and  fell  on  the  black 
sleeves  of  her  inky  office  blouse. 

"  Oh,  but  I  never  could  sleep  there."  she  cried  •  "  it 
shall  be  kept  for  when  either  of  you  comes  to  see 
me ! " 

And  the  girl  who  had  gone  out  to  fight  for  her 
country,  and  who  was  as  clever  with  the  ckassepot  as 
with  the  defacing-stamp  and  the  canvas  mail-bag 
trenibled  at  the  sight  of  the  magnificence  which  had 
suddenly  descended  upon  the  little  pavilion  bedroom 
behind  the  post-house  of  Vercel-Adam. 

"I  never  could  sleep  there-no.  never,"  she  re- 
peated; "it  would  be  a  profanation.  But- but- 1 
shall  keep  It  j<7  clean ! " 

Afterwards,  when  La  Petite  Flore  had  grown  a 
httle  accustc  med  to  her  fortune,  she  fell  back  upon 
the  natural  politeness  of  her  class,  and  as  an  un- 
married girl,  thanked  David  and  Noelie  in  her 
mother's  name.  She  further  committed  a  great 
breach  of  regulations  by  insisting  upon  going  herself 
to  seek  for  the  owner  of  the  only  vehicle  to  be  had 
for  hire  in  Vercel->  dam. 
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"Old  Imbcrt  can    be    a    rascal."  she   explained. 

vinTc!!?  n      "  ^.l  ^°""'  "^^"  ""^"g'^'  »"   ^'^^  own 
viHage.   Because  if  a  man  wants  fair  dealing  in  Vcrcel- 

Adam  he  has  to  deal  fair,  and  get  a  name  for  it. 
But  old  Imbcrt  would  charge  two  prices  if  he  knew 
you  were  strangers.  But  I  will  pay  for  the  voirure 
and  see  that  he  puts  'Henri  v.'  in  the  shafts,  because 
h^f^r'  ^^,^""^'  ^l^r^y^  Soc'  lame  after  the  first 
tinued.  as  If  estimatmg  a  purely  business  advantage; 

old  ^nTu  ^'''  u  '^'"P"'  '°  ""''  ^^^°'  ^«  ^^"nn'ng 
Old  toad,  because  he  wants  to  marry  me " 

XT  "J°  """"^  ^°"'  ^^°'^'  ^"^  yo»  never  told  me  ' " 
Noshes  voice  was  full  of  complaint  and  reproach. 
Evidently  confidences  had  not  been  mutual 

»n".ffi^'T^  ''^'r  ^  ^°'  '^^  post-office  and'so  became 
an  oflfical."  sa.d  La  Petite  Flo.e.  quite  calmly;  "he 
wants  to  do  noticing  all  the  last  years  of  his  life,  and 
then  I  should  have  to  bring  up  his  children ! " 
"Surely  you  will  never  consent  to  such  a  thin?  ?•' 
VVho-I?     Marry  old  Imbert  the  carrier.?     Not  if 
there  were  no  other  man  in  all  France.     I  will  pav 
for  no  man's  absinthe.     And.  besides,"  she  went  on 
reflectively,  "there  is  the  new  room.     That  must  be 
considered  !     Think  of  old  Imbert  tAere  /  " 

And  it  was  quite  evident  that,  in  La  Petite  Flore's 
Ideas  of  matrimony,  she  was  going  to  cho<.se  a 
husband  to  suit  the  blue  and  white  magnificence  of 
tfie  guest-chamber  in  the  pavilion  which  David  and 
Noehe  had  redecorated  for  her. 

And  indeed  from  that  day  forward  the  post-office 
of  Vercel-Adam  lived  up  to  the  "guest-chamber"  of 
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its  mistress.  Strips  of  inscribed  brass  held  the  notices 
as  to  rates  of  postage  and  times  of  despatching  foreign 
mails.  Copper  clips  caught  the  comers  of  telegraph 
forms.  The  varnished  planks  of  the  oflRcial  bureau 
took  on  a  new  gaiety  from  the  blue  and  white  stripes 
of  the  window  curtains,  and  as  it  wf.i  the  era  of 
dados,  La  Petite  Flore  painted  one  herself  in  imita- 
tion  of  the  keyboard  pattern  of  the  linoleum-covered 
floor  above. 

All  this  was  done  at  her  own  cost.  The  post- 
mistress saved  money  for  her  improvements,  and  there 
IS  no  doubt  that  the  official  inspector  was  considerably 
surprised  the  next  time  he  stepped  inside. 

But  it  was  a  time  of  change,  and  his  own  position 
was  precarious.     So  the  official  confined  himself  to 
praise  of  Mademoiselle  Frangois'  handiwork.     He  had 
heard   rumours  of  future  honours  awaiting  the   tall 
young  postmistress,   and   in   any  case  one  do.-s  not 
reprove,  even  officially,  the  ex-captain  of  the  Laroche 
corps  of  franc-tireiirs.     So  the   inspector  of  postal 
bureaux  for  the  south-eastern  district  found  that  all 
was  perfect   in   that  of  Vercel-Adam.     It  was  only 
when,  in  far-away  and  unsympathetic  Paris,  an  official 
began  to  remark  that  the  letters  emanating  from  this 
remote  village  had   been   date-stamped  printed  in  a 
clear  and  shameless  blue,  that  a  stop  was  put  to  the 
ravages  of  the  redecorated  guest-chamber.     La  Petite 
Flore  reverted  to  the  ugly  but  official  black  with  a 
sigh,  and  comforted  herself  by  running  up  to  glance 
at  the  sacred  room  during  most  intervals  of  business. 
That  at  least  no  Government  could  forbid.      Every 
morning  she  cleaned  and  aired  it  before 
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to  the  work  of  the  office ;  eveiy  evening  she  went  over 
It  with  .duster  and  a  feather  brush  before  locking 
It  up  and  retiring  to  her  old  camp-bed  in  the  dusky 
Irttle  room  behind  the  office.  And  whenever  David 
Ahx  entered  with  the  upheld  hand  of  benediction  and 
the  words  "God.  blessing  be  upon  this  house  and  all 
that  js  therem,"  she  always  knew  that  he  must  be 
thmkmg  of  the  "spare  room."  At  least  if.  being  only 
a  man,  he  forgot,  La  Petite  Flore  remembered  for 
aim. 
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CHAPTER   XXXII. 

HE  SHALL  RESTORE  FOURFOLD 

JHAT  afternoon,  during  the  hours  when  Madame 

from    T         T'i^"  ^^''  ^^'^^  «^«  ^^d  stole.. 

tlJc%r^:1  °'  ^'^  ^'"^^  schooln^istress 
Ludovic  Villars  had  passed   gently  away.     He  had 

been  unconscious  till  within  a  few  minutes  of  the  end 
v^^en  he  suddenly  turned  to  No^lie.  who  had  been 
sKting  t.y  his  side  watching  him 

de;.r;"h?as^r  "•  °'"'"''  ^"^  ^'  °"'  f-""'^ 

Noilie  promised  that,  so  far  as  she  could  do  it  the 

:^i:i """  ^"'^'^  '•'™"' "« '-■' '"  ^t 

If  I  had  lived,  that  would  have  been  my  life', 
work.    But  I  p„,  it  off  too  long  and  now  it'is  tt 

To  David  he  said  httle  more,  but  only  fecbl,- 
pressed  h,s  hand  at  intervals  in  token  of  under. 
^  andmg  and  faith.    As  the  darkness  rose  chill  abou, 

s  ::etdr '■ '" "''' " "  ^"^'"^ '"'  --'""^^  - 

"  David."  he  said,  "  are  you  holding  my  hand  ? " 
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"  I  am  holding  it  in  both  of  mine,  my  brother," 
he  answered. 

"  Thank  you,"  said  Ludovic  Villars  ;  "  the  morning 
is  dark,  surely.  Only  now  do  I  begin  to  see  a  little. 
Kiss  me,  sister  Noelie.     Your  blessing,  David  !  " 

And  as  he  passed,  David  committed  the  soul  that 
had  wandered  so  far  to  the  keeping  of  God  and  His 
Christ. 

They  buried  him  quietly,  yet  not  so  very  sadly,  in 
the  little  churciiyard  of  the  Protestant  communion  at 
Bcsan^on,  and  David  wrote  tlie  inscription  upon  his 

tomb :  1 

Ludovic  Villars 

Advocate  of  the  Bar  of  Montpellier 

Entered  into  Rest 

the  2oth  August,  1871 

*'  God  said,  '  Let  there  be  Light:    And  there 

was  Light  ^ 


It  took  all  David's  private  stores  of  faith  and  all 
his  influence  of  elder  brother  to  decide  Noelie  to 
face  her  mother.  She  knew,  indeed,  that  David  had 
written  to  explain  her  flight,  but  as  to  what  Madame 
thought  of  that  letter,  how  she  would  receive  them,  or 
what  had  happened  at  the  Chateau  during  these 
weeks,  she  was  ignorant. 

She  kept,  however,  her  faith  in  David.  David  was 
not  afraid.  Even  Madame  herself  feared  her  son. 
At  home  all  things  went  easier  when  he  was  there, 
his  gentle  persistence  alone  could  break  her  mother's 
angry  will. 

They  jolted  slowly  towards  the  bassins  in  the 
carrier's  waggon,   with   "Henri  v.,"  the   strong   bay 
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horse  of  noble  name,  between  the  shafts.  So  they 
arrived  at  the  lake  side  in  the  full  glow  of  :.n  .utumn 
afternoon,  and  No^lie  clapped  her  hands  a'.  t>ie  sight 
of  the  familiar  water  lying  there  like  a  v/iie  river 
of  emerald,  the  rosy  cliffs  of  the  Swiss  shore  re- 
flected marvellously,  and  on  the  hill  above  the 
white  walls,  deep  verandahs,  and  red  roofs  of  Chateau 
Villars. 

But  the  Joy  died  out  of  her  when  she  remembered 
that  her  mother  was  up  there— that  she  had  been 
nursmg  and  caring  for  the  Military  Chaplain  all  the 
time.  And  in  her  own  heart  she  recognised  that  it 
was  not  wholly  the  letter  of  her  brother  Ludovic  that 
had  sent  her  over  the  wall  so  quickly  that  hot  after- 
noon, with  the  care  and  connivance  of  the  imp  of 
Pierre-i-Feu. 

As  they  crossed  the  lake,  the  peace  of  the  afternoon 
spread  wider  about  them.  With  a  sigh  of  relief  they 
left  behind  them  the  war-tormented  region  where 
they  had  sojourned  so  long.  Even  David's  heart 
grew  glad  as  he  watched  the  ruddy  cliffs  grow 
nearer,  and  saw  come  into  view  a  certain  white  streak 
of  water-lilies  that  shut  In  the  Bay  of  Pargots.  He 
could  see  the  smoke  from  Madame  Anna's  chimney 
at  Les  Bassettes,  but  the  little  schoolhouse  was  hidden 
He  bade  the  man  row  faster.  It  was  L-tter  to  have 
it  over— that  meeting  with  their  mother,  which  was 
fastenmg  an  ever-deepening  shadow  in  the  face  of  his 
little  No^lie. 

T  usides,  there  was  the  schoolhouse.  Nothing  could 
be  mor-  certain  to  David's  mind,  that  as  a  pastor 
charged  with  the  highest  interests,  he  had  been  of  late 
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neglecting  that  part  of  his  flock  domiciled  on  the 
eastern  side  of  the  lakes.  Even  that  night— but  he 
checked  his  thought.  After  all,  his  mother  and 
No^lie  were  his  first  consideration.  And  he  choked 
down  manfully  his  half-conscious  intention  of  going 
immediately  to  the  farm  of  Jean  and  Anna. 

As  they  climbed  the  last  stopes  No^lie  more  than 
once  stopped  and  put  up  her  hand  to  still  the  beating 
of  her  heart.  Presently  they  were  under  the  shadow 
of  the  great  house.  Noelie  would  have  been  glad 
once  more  to  escalade  the  walls  and  mount  unseen 
to  her  chamber  by  the  ladder  which  the  imp  had  left 
leaning  against  the  wall. 

But  without  a  word  David  took  her  hand  and  they 
entered  the  courtyard  together.  Strangely,  there  was 
no  eager  press  to  meet  them,  no  cry  of  surprise  from 
the  bams  and  haylofts.  The  farm  lads,  labourers,  and 
shepherds  were,  of  course,  afield.  But  there  seemed 
now  to  be  none  of  the  bands  which  Madame  David 
the  Elder  had  encouraged  to  rendezvous  in  the  out- 
houses of  Chateau  Villars. 

Pastor  David  Alix  was  struck  by  a  sudden  fear  of 
catastrophe.  What  if  the  evil  so  long  menacing  had, 
in  his  absence,  fallen  upon  his  mother  and  her  house  ? 
Hermann  Falk  might  still  be  an  object  of  hatred,  or 
at  least,  to  some  of  the  scattered  band  of  prowlers  and 
plunderers,  an  excuse  for  looting  so  rich  a  house  as 
Chateau  Villars. 

They  entered  by  the  front  door.  The  hall  closed 
in  silently  about  them.  David  was  going  to  the 
kitchen  hurriedly,  sure  that  there,  if  anywhere,  his 
mother  would  be  found ;  but  at  the  first  sound  of 
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footsteps  Madame  David  the  Elder  came  out  into  the 

hall. 

David  and  Noelie  stood  silent  and  stricken  by  the 
change  in  their  mother's  appearance.     She  was  quite 
another  person.     They  had  left  her  a  middle-aged  but 
still  comely  woman,  her  hair  crow-black  and  glossy 
her  every  action  quick,  alert,  decisive.     Pier  foot  was 
light  on  the  stairs.     The  eye  was  that  of  the  manager 
who  takes  in  everything.    Her  hand  was  quick  in  case 
of  need  at  every  busy  moment,  her  tongue  well  hung 
for  command— free  of  admonishment,  sparing  of  prais^ 
And  yet  withal,  Madame  was  a  popular  woman,  firm, 
ready,  generous,    dominating    her   little  world  with] 
on    the    whole,    very    little    friction    and    no    effort 
at  all. 

But  this  was  an  old  woman  who  stood  before  them. 
The  grey  about  the  temples  had  spread,  sent  out 
runners,  and  now  threaded  the  whole  with  links  of 
silver.  She  had,  as  it  were,  fallen  in  upon  herself. 
Yet  after  the  first  halt  of  astonishment  at  the  sight 
of  her  children  on  the  threshold,  she  closed  the  door 
behind  her,  and  stood  waiting,  her  eyes  strangely- 
moist,  and  what  was  most  unexpected  and  moving, 
smiling  upon  them  with  an  eager  tenderness  at  once 
encouraging  and  pitiful. 

As  if  in  answer  to  an  appeal  Noelie  rushed  to 
her  mother,  and  clasped  her  about  the  neck.  Then 
with  her  head  pressed  against  the  old  black-stuff  dress 
which  Madame  wore,  she  wept  freely. 

"  I  did  not  mean  to  go  Hke  that,  mother,"  she  said. 
"  I  have  been  a  wicked  girl.  But  it  came  upon  me 
suddenly.     I  felt  I  could  not  stay  any  longer  locked 
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up  in  my  room ;  and  then  my  brother — Ludovic's 
letter " 

She  was  not  allowed  to  proceed,  for  Madame  David 
the  Elder  put  her  arm  upon  her  daughter's  shoulders 
and  looked  long  into  her  eyes. 

"  Not  you,  but  I,  No^lie,  have  been  the  foolish  one. 
But  God  has  reined  me  sharply  in.  I  shall  not  offend 
Him  again — at  least,  not  so  terribly.  In  mercy  He 
has  humbled  my  pride."  But  in  a  moment  more  her 
mood  had  altered. 

She  turned  her  eyes  upon  her  son  with  some  of  the 
old  spirit  in  them. 

"You  will  be  ab'e  to  preach  about  your  mother 
now,  David.  She  was  proud  ;  she  never  forgot,  never 
forgave.  None  ever  beat  her  temper  down,  and  those 
who  tried,  found  it  best  to  leave  her  and  dwell  apart. 
Oh,  I  have  seen  it  But  now  the  Lord  has  broken 
your  mother  down,  David.  It  is  I  who  have  to  ask 
your  pardon,  No^lie.  I  forgot  that  you  were  not  a 
child  but  a  woman.  I  have  learned  things  hard  and 
bitter  while  you  have  been  away.  I  am  stripped  as 
naked  of  pride  as  when  I  came  into  the  world.  But 
it  is  the  Lord's  doing  and  marvellous  in  these  old 
eyes." 

David  kissed  his  mother's  hand,  at  once  gently  and 
humbly.  There  are  few  things  more  touching"  tlian 
the  voluntary  humiliation  of  some  one  but  lately  hard 
and  proud.  He  could  not  take  his  eyes  off  his 
mother's  dress  of  plain  black,  worn  and  old.  The 
sight  caused  strange  memories  to  move  in  the  young 
nan.  He  was  taken  back  to  the  ancient  pastor's 
house  at  Le  Lochle.     He  saw  his  father  coming  down 
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the  street  and  opening  the  iron  gate,  and  his  mother 
in  that  very  black  dress  running  to  open  the  door  to 
him.  There  they  had  dwelt  together  in  unity.  A 
breath  of  goodness  seemed  to  run  through  the  house 
when  his  father  entered,  tired  from  his  day's  work. 

He  had  never  seen  his  mother  wear  that  dress  since 
those  far-off  days ;  and,  as  he  looked,  something  of 
the  old  love,  the  child's  love  which  his  mother  had 
deliberately  put  at  arm's  length  from  her,  flooded 
back  into  his  heart.  Never  had  his  soul  yearned 
towards  his  mother  as  when  she  stood  before  him, 
old,  worn,  and  very  pitiful  in  the  black  dress  of  his 
father's  time. 

Madame  David  the  Elder  saw  the  love  kindle  in 
her  son's  eyes,  and  knew  that,  after  the  cup  had 
been  drunk,  this  would  be  the  beginning  of  the 
reward. 
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BUT  the  dregs  of  her  cup  were  not  yet  drunk,  and 
she  wished  to  make  an  end. 
"  Come  with  me,"  she  said—"  come— you.  David, 
and  Noelie.  I  have  that  to  say  to  you  which  must 
not  be  put  off,  which  shall  not  be  put  off,  lest  the 
evil  thing,  which  is  my  pride,  grows  strong  again  and 
shuts  the  words  within  my  heart." 

She  drove  them  before  her  into  the  little  room 
which  had  been  her  second  husband's  office.  His 
strong  box  was  still  there;  the  drawers  containing 
his  business  papers,  lettered  and  arranged ;  the  plain 
wooden  bureau  with  the  leather-seated  chair,  and  the 
worn  place  on  the  arms  where  Henri  Villars  had 
rested  his  hands  when  he  thought,  drumming  his 
fingers  the  while  on  the  wood,  and  looking  out  of 
the  window  at  the  bit  of  red  wall  with  the  vine 
clambering  over  it. 

-  My  children,"  she  began,  after  she  had  sat  down 
and  rocked  herself  to  and  fro  for  a  minute,  as  was  her 
habit  when  in  trouble,  "  I  have  that  to  confess  to  you 
which  goes  hard  against  the  grain,  as  from  a  parent 
to  a  son  and  daughter." 
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Then,  without  in  the  least  sparing  herself,  she  told 
them  of  her  visit  to  Les  Bassettes,  her  interview  with 
the  little  schoolmistress,  the  theft  of  the  papers,  and 
what  she  had  found  therein. 

And  as  David  listened  he  muttered  to  himself,  not 
over  well  satisfied,  "Alice  Brante— little  Alice,  heiress 
of  all  this."  Then  suddenly  remembering  that  what- 
ever Alice  gained  would  be  at  the  expense  of  Noelie 
he  looked  over  at  his  sister  to  see  how  much  she 
understood.  She  seemed  distressed  and  her  face  was 
pale,  but  she  only  said,  "  Then  I  shall  not  be  able  to 
pay  my  father's  debts  in  Provence,  as  Ludovic  made 
me  promise  to  do  before  he  died." 

The  next  moment  she  went  to  her  mother  and 
knelt  beside  her. 

•'  If  we  are  poor,  mother— well,  for  myself  I  shall 
not  care.  We  shall  all  be  poor  together.  We  can 
live  with  David  in  a  small  house  somewhere.  You 
will  cook  and  I  shall  do  the  housework.  If  David  can 
afford  it,  we  might  have  a  village  woman  in  to  help 
for  an  hour  or  two  a  day,  and  to  do  the  washing.  I 
do  not  think  I  should  be  of  much  use  at  that"  Her 
mother  answered  her : 

"  Many  a  year  I  have  done  your— I  mean  David's 
father's  linen  and  pulpit  bands,  and  I  never  was 
happier.  But  then,"  she  sighed,  "that  was  different. 
I  was  young." 

She  went  to  the  great  safe,  which  in  its  day  had 
harboured  so  many  strange  secrets.  With  the  well- 
known  jingle  of  keys  drawn  out  of  the  side-pocket 
under  her  gown,  a  swift  action  in  which  something 
of  her  old  self  was  seen,  she  opened  the  heavy  doors 
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and  took  out  the  bundle  of  papers  she  had  found  in 
the  schoolhouse.  To  these  she  added  the  title  deeds 
of  Chateau  Villars,  and  a  cheque  on  the  Cantonal 
Jsank  of  Neuchatel. 

"This  is  not,  indeed,  restoring  fourfold,"  she  said, 
but  along  with  her  legal  due  which  I  willingly  resign 
I  ^/f^  Alice  Brante  something  which  will  make  up  a 
hundred  times— I  give  her  my  son." 

David  started  to  his  feet.    His  face  flamed  suddenly 
scarlet.  ' 

"Mother,"  he  cried,  "I  have  never- 1  would 
never "  , 

"No!"  she  answered  calmly,  "would  you  not.> 
Then  the  more  fool  you.  But  now  you  will  do  what 
your  mother  bids  you " 

"  Gives  me  leave,"  amended  David,  speaking  almost 
m  a  whisper.     But  his  mother  heard  him 

"Bids  you,  I  say."  The  voice  of  his  mother 
dominated  the  situation.    «  Why,  David,  you  are  good. 

T^^^ir  "^^^  '°  "^^^^  >'°"^^^^^  °"t  a  simpleton. 
And  if  I  did  not  remember  about  the  pastoral  visita- 
tions at  Les  Bassettes  two  or  three  times  a  week  I 
might  think  you  meant  it"  ' 

P  ^'^^  ^Tl  "'^"  °^  '^y  ^"^  '^^"^^^  nature,  the 
Pastor  had  hardly  owned  his  love  for  Alice  Brante 
even  to  himself.  He  was  her  brother,  her  big  brother. 
She  was  his  little  sister  Alice,  for  whom  he  had  climbed 
the  trees  at  Lochle  to  find  the  ripe  chestnuts  to  cook 
on  the  old  rusty  tripod  behind  the  bam.  Such  affection 
was  natural,  simple,  innocent,  and,  lest  any  should  put 
a  warmer  interpretation  upon  it,  David  Alix  had 
hidden  even  that  away  in  the  depths  of  his  heart 
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That  is  to  say,  he  thought  he  had.  For  all  the 
while  that  he  hugged  his  secret  closer  to  him  and 
rejoiced  that  it  was  unsuspected  by  any,  by  his  mother 
by  Alice,  by  all  the  world,  it  was  being  parsed  with 
nods  and  wreathed  smiles  from  hamlet  to  .iamltt.  cried 
on  the  housetop  in  gossip-loving  villages,  and  slily 
hinted  at  even  to  his  unsuspecting  face  by  men  as 
widely  apart  as  Jean  Heller  and  the  Military  Chaplain 
Hermann  Falk.  ' 

"Off  with  you,  David."  said  his  mother,  impatient 
to  finish  ;  "  I  am  not  a  woman  to  do  things  by  halves 
Once  I  spoke  in  my  haste.  I  owe  a  great  reparation 
to  Alice  Brante;  be  you  my  messenger.  I  have 
changed  my  mind.  Make  thou  my  peace  with  the 
little  one.  She  is  a  girl  among  a  thousand,  but  I  trust 
you  will  have  the  sense  to  tell  her  so  on  your  own 
account  before  bringing  your  mother  into  the  matter 
Yet  I  would  not  put  it  past  you.  You  might  not 
know  even  so  much,  unless  you  were  told." 

With  his  customary  obedience  to  his  mother  in  things 
which  did  not  directly  concern  his  office,  David  rose 
saluted  his  mother  on  both  cheeks  and  went  out 
without  speaking.  His  mother  stole  softly  to  the 
window  to  watch  him  strike  up  the  fell  and  across 
the  ravines  towards  the  schoolhouse. 

She  motioned  to  No^lie  to  stay  where  she  was 
Yet  with  her  arm  outstretched,  palm  backwards,  she 
seemed  to  keep  her  away  from  the  window,  as  if  she 
wished  to  be  alone  to  see  the  last  of  her  son  With 
her  back  to  her  daughter  she  watched  him  mount  up 
the  rugged  path,  lightfooted  as  a  goat,  a  born  cragsman 
Ihen  standing  a  moment  on  the  green  turf  that  peeped 
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over  the  brink,  she  saw  him  wave  his  hand  to  her. 
Instinctively  his  mother  drew  back  a  httle  from  the 
window,  as  if.  even  so  far  away,  he  might  spy  out  the 
moisture  m  her  hard  old  eyes. 

"I  am  doing  all  things  for  the  best-or.  if  I  am  not 
God  IS  deceiving  me.  The  way  was  revealed  to  me 
and  I  have  tried  to  walk  in  it.  Pity  of  me,  to  he  an 
old  woman  and  to  be  robbed  of  both  my  children  in 
one  day.  I  am  even  as  Job.  Land  and  pride,  son  and 
daughter  have  I  lost.  More-I  have  foundered  my 
self.respect.  Now  I  am  striving  to  pay  back  fourfold, 
though  the  cost  .be  my  life.  Fourfold."  she  continued 
to  mutter—"  fourfold." 

She  paused  and  gazed  fixedly  at  the  liide  hillock 
above  the  deep  ravine  where  Breslin  the  smith  lay 
entombed,  unknown  to  any  on  the  earth  save  one 
She  knew  that  beyond  it  David  would  for  a  moment 
reappear  as  he  topped  the  rise.  A  little  round  dot 
showed  Itself,  ascended  till  it  assumed  the  shape  of  a 
mark  of  exclamation,  then  as  swiftly  descended  and 
disappeared. 

His  mother  clasped  her  hands  together  in  a  kind  of 
swift  agony. 

"  Oh,  he  is  running  to  be  the  sooner  there-runnin- 
bareheaded."  The  words  seemed  to  be  wrun^  from 
her.  Then  quite  as  quickly  a  bitter  smile  came  over 
her  face,  and  she  laughed  low  to  herself 

"Well,  no  matter,  the  chit   loves  him.     Anyone 
can  see  that  a  mile  off.    She  will  make  him  a  good    ' 
enough  wife.     She  will  worship  him,  give  him  his  own 
way.  think  every  word  he  says  or  does  a  ver>-  gospel 
It  would  not  do  for  some  men.    But  it  will  not  matter 
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to  David.  He  will  never  even  notice.  Beside  (she 
paused  a  while  and  the  smile  grew  perceptibly 
grimmer),  after  all,  Chateau  Villars  and  the  money 
will  stay  in  the  family." 

The  old  Adam,  or  the  not  less  ancient  Eve,  had 
still  many  words  to  sav  in  the  heart  of  Madame 
David  the  Elder. 


if: 
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CHAPTER  XXXIV. 
THE   BITTER   CUP 

^ADAME   DAVID  the  Elder  turned   f.t>m   the 

the  middle,  and  m  a  woman  of  more  tender  nature 
might  have  ended  in  something  perilously  near  aTb 
As  she  confronted  her  daughter  she  seemed  both  oWer 

threatenmgly  before  her.  motionless  and  pale,  one  lean 
forefinger  rais.^    ^rom   the  table  by  whTch  she  was 
standing,  fixed  u  r  with  the  single  question: 
you  have  told  him  tfiat  you  love  him  f  " 
"Who-told  who?"  stammered   No^He.  who  had 
strir ^  "  ""^^'^-^-     "^^-otunde^r^ 
"Tell  no  lies,  girl  I "  said  Madame  David  the  Elder 
coldly  menacmg. "  I  know.    He  had  the  better  courage 
for  he  owned  it  at  the  first  word." 

A  flush  mounted  suddenly  to  the  girl's  cheek 
Her  eyes  brightened. 

"He  owned  what.?"  she  demanded,  with  a  certain 
quickness.  But  the  flash  in  her  mother',  black  ey"s 
answered,  beating  her  down.  ^ 
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"There,"  she  said,  "you  have  confessed.  'He  has 
owned,'  you  say.  And  yet  you  do  not  ask  who  the 
ne  may  be— because  you  know." 

Then  No<ilie  also  took  the  tone  of  courage,  as  if  in 
defiance  of  such  hard  dealing. 

"  I  do  know,"  she  affirmed.     "  What  did  he  say  ? " 

"Have  you   no  shame,  girl?"  cried  the  mother; 

It  was  not  thus  that  maids  in  my  time  spoke  of  such 

things    They  did  not  drop  from  windows  and  steal 

away  from  their  mothers'  houses.    They  did  not  own 

love  for  a  man— before " 

"What  did  he  saj^  f  "  persisted  No^lie  hardily.  She 
had  risen  and  was  now  standing  up  within  a  yard  of  her 
mother,  her  hand  bent,  knuckles  downward,  upon  the 
toble  In  precisely  the  same  attitude.  Mother  and 
daughter  were  infinitely  more  akin  than  mother  and 
son. 

w  "  M.^  *^^r"  ^^  °'^"*'*  *°  ^"  '■'^^  *at  you  loved 
him  I    said  Madame  David  the  Eldrr  bitterly 

"But  first  ? "  demanded  No^lie.  neither  denying  noi 
m  the  least  giving  way. 

"  First  ? "  repeated  her  mother,  astonished. 

"Yes"  said  No^lie.  "if  he  said  that  I  owned  to 
lovmg  him.     What  did  he  say  first  ? " 

Up  to  this  point  there  had  been  no  mention  of 
names,  both  women  feeling  instinctively  Uiat  to  mention 
a  name  would  cause  the  storm  to  break.  But  now 
Madame  David  spoke  plainly.  « I  was  informed,"  she 
enunciated  the  words  with  formal  dignity,  "  by  Military 
Chaplam  Falk  of  the  Prussian  Army,  that  he  proposes 
to  ask  your  hand  in  marriage ■" 

"  Go  on,"  said  Noelie  breathlessly 
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"  And  that— that  >'ou " 

"  No,  Af-what  did  he  say?"  No^he  was  not  to  be 
turned  aside.  She  had  a  steadfast  persistence  which 
was  quite  as  effective  as  her  mother's  fiercer  sternness. 

"  He  said  that  he  loved  you " 

"  And "  No^lie  was  inexorable. 

"  That  he  had  told  you  so !  "  said  her  mother  in  a 
low  voice. 

At  this  the  younger  would  have  embraced  the  elder 
but  now  Madame  held  Noelie  at  arm's  length     The 
thmg  was  gently  enough  done,  but  on  her  countenance 
there  was  not  the  feast  symptom  of  yielding.    There  wa^ 
an  element  in  the  sacrifice  she  was  making  for  Noelie 
which  had  not  been  present  in  her  sending  of  David 
to  Alice  Brante.    She  felt  that  she  ought,  if  her  renun- 
ciation were  to  be  complete,  to  tell  this  to  her  daughter 
But  something  shamefaced  and  youthful  withheld  her 
Could  a  mother  confess  the  follies  of  her  age  to  the 
babe  she  had  nursed  in  her  arms  ? 

"No."  she  said,  communing  with  herself,  "not  yet 
awhile.  I  am  an  old  woman  and  foolish.  Already  I 
have  smarted  for  my  folly,  and  now  I  mean  to  pay  the 
price.  But  if  I  have  wonged  any,  it  has  been  for 
your  sake— yours  and  your  brother's- not  for  my 
own,  God  be  my  judge  I  Yet  I  only  am  punished- 
yes,  I  am  punished  indeed." 
"  Mother,"  pleaded  Noelie,  now  contrite  for  her  late 

pertinacit}',  "  please  listen  to  me " 

"  Child."  her  mother  answered,  with  a  sigh  "  ' 
have  listened  too  long  to  self,  to  pride,  to  anger.  I 
will  remove  from  out  of  this  house,  and  it  shall  once 
more  be  ati  abode  of  peace.     I  have  battled  enou-h 
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for  gain.  and.  as  I  thought,  for  fatherland.    The  old 
head  IS  weaiy-the  old  bones  fain  would  rest" 
"Surely  mother,  you  will  never  go  from  those  who 

^2  ^n^  K  '^^.°'"  °"''  '^'■"^  ^^^^-  B"^  young 
S^J?  '^^^^^"^f  "g  year  must  have  their  nests  to 
themselves.  Look  at  the  beehives  yonder  under  the 
wall  of  the  orchard-it  is  the  old  who  in  June  take 
wmg  to  seek  another  home  " 

"Mother."    said    No^lie.    "say  the    word,  and    I 
promise  you  that  whatever  happens  I  will  not  leave 

to'iJ«-7°''n*'f  ^^'^""^^  ^"  *^*^~*"  ^^  needs 
o  be  said-all  that  can  be  said.     Go  up  to-your- 

TLu^        u^l  ^'"  ^  ^^'^'^'^S  *«  «™e  long, 
^shall  be  m  the  6ass.  cour  when  you  come  back. 

whthl?!  T'f  """'^  ^^'  ^"^"'  *°  the  stairway 
which  led  to  the  pleasant  chamber  looking  out  dn  the 
Sw^s  Jura,  m  which  the  Military  ChaplaL  had  lived 
so  long  with  his  books  and  writings.  Slowly  and 
unhappily  No^lie  mounted  the  stfps.  There  wa^ 
nothing  of  the  wild  chamois  gait  about  her  with 
which  David  had  devoured  thfroad  to  Les  B^ 
settes--that  is.  so   soon  as  he  had  judged  himself 

rebuked  her.  she  hardly  knew  for  what  Her  heart 
was  sore  not  to  be  in  friendship  with  her  mother. 
Yet  she  went  on  She  knew  that,  in  the  meanwhile, 
there  was  no  need  appealing  to  her  any  more.     Time 
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must  work  its  perfect  work.  But  she  turned  back  once 
If  her  moUier  had  been  looking  after  her,  as  she  had 
seen  her  do  after  David  as  he  disappeared  over  the 
hill,  she  would  even  j^et  have  flown  to  her  arms.  But 
Madame  had  turned  grimly  on  her  heel  and  betaken 
her  out  among  the  cattle  and  the  poultry,  close-lipped 
and  with  a  countenance  stem  and  non-committal 

Suddenly,  and  before  she  was  ready  for  it,  appeared 
before  her  the  door  of  the  Chaplain's  sitting^oom 
For  the  first  time  No^lie  shrank  in  sudden  fear  A 
kind  of  nervous  panic  seized  her.  She  tried  to  knock 
and  could  not  Blit  she  was  relieved  from  all  further 
trouble  by  the  door  opening  of  itself  inwards  and 
finding  herself,  without  a  single  word  spoken,  in  the 
arms  of  the  Military  Chaplain 



Preliminaries  having  thus  been  thrust  aside,  some- 
what  "after  the  fashion  of  the  hussars,"  as  they  say 
m  France,  rational  conversation  became  not  wholly 
impossible.  ' 

No^lie  explained  all  about  her  escape  from  the 
window  after  receiving  the  letter  from  Ludovic  Villars. 
She  told,  without  anger  but  with  much  wonder  of  the 
strange  behaviour  of  her  mother,  who  had  punished 
her  for  she  knew  not  what,  by  confining  her  day 
after  day  to  her  room. 

"Perhaps."  suggested  Hermann  Falk,  "it  was 
because  she  did  not  approve  of  her  good  little  Swiss 
maiden  marrying  a  naughty  Prussian  ! " 

"  You  are  not  a  naughty  Prussian,"  cried  No^lie. 
"You  yourself  told  me  that  you  were-what  funny 
thing  was  it  ?— oh,  yes— a  Wend  I " 
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They  were  pagans."  smiled  the   East  Prussian. 
How  could  a  pagan  be  a  Military  Chaplain  ? " 
More  mihtaiy  than  chaplain.  I  doubt ! "  said  No^lie 

And  r  "'  .'f  ^  "  ^'^  '^^^"  '^  f-1   -ore  safe! 
And  then  suddenly  clapping  her  hands  and  leaping 

up  from  where  she  had  been  seated-in  spite  of  thf 
protestatu^ns   of    Hermann,  who  hypocritfcally  pre! 
tended  that  she  had  hurt  his  woundedshoulder-she 
cned.  "  Oh.  but  I  forgot     I  cannot  marry  you      I  am 
poor  now.     I  have  not  a  penny  in   the  world.    All 
that  was  mme-all  I  thought  was  mine.  I  mean- 
really  belongs  to  little  Alice  Brante.     Mother  found 
out  about  It.  and  she  is  going  to  give  it  all  back  to  her 
David  has  gone  to  tell  her  now." 

«  Y-e-s-s  !  I  saw  him."  said  the  Chaplain  drily  ;  "he 
seemed  to  be  in  a  hurry  to  carry  such  bad  news ! " 

The  girl  looked  at  him  with  arch  understanding. 

th.t  h'  hT  ^°"  ""'""  ^'"''    ^"""^^P^  y°"  ^o"ld  rather 
mat  He  had  come  to  see  you  than  I  ? " 

"Not  if  you  have  come  about  the  same  business 

as  he  IS  on.  and  will  be  in  as  big  a  hurry  to  Tt   t 

fin^hed  I  "  said  the  Chaplain,  quick  as  echo^       ^       ' 

No^he  looked  her  immense  amazement 

"  And  what  might  that  business  be  > "  she  asked 

apparently  so  bewildered   that  she  permitted  hersS 

to  be   re-established    in  her    former    place  without 

seeming  to  notice  it  vvmiouc 

«  Why."  said  the  Chaplain,  with  more  than  military 
brusqueness.  "to  settle  our  marriage-day  and  get  1^ 
over  as  soon  as  possible  !  " 

"Get  it  over  as  soon  as  possible !"  gasped  No^lie 
who  had  never  yet  faced  anything  but  ^^e  v^ue.' 
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Mn.>f  '' rT  f-  ^  P°'''^'"  engagement,  with  the 
Mihtaiy  Chaplain  writing  her  long  letters  full  of 
quotations  of  poetry,  and  pressed  ede/weiss  between 
the  leaves  as  tokens  of  fidelity. 

.u'nu  "'^'■"^ge-^^y-certainly-what  else?"  said 
the  Chaplain  peremptorily.  ••  You  have  promised  to 
many  me,  haven't  you  ? " 

"  But  now  I  am  so  poor — so " 

"Well."  said  the  Chaplain,  "if  we  are  very  hard 
up^you  can  take  in  sewing-and-let  me  see,  can  you 

"  Not  very  wejl,"  said  No^lie,  a  little  scared,  to  be 
sure.     For  he  spoke  so  gruffly  in  his  North  German 
voice  that  she  did  not  know  whether  he  was  in  lest 
or  earnest-"  pocket  handkerchiefs  I  can  do.  and  lace 
and  so  on— but " 

She  paused  doubtfully. 
Chl^ahi^""  "^^^  *  '^"^*"  ^^""^^'■^^  *e  Military 

"  ^rK^!"V^  '°"'^'"  '^'^  No^''e.  really  frightened 
now,    but— I— am  not  sure  about  the  ironing ! " 

"That  is  essential !  "  said  the  Chaplain  sternly. 

Whereupon  No^lie,  hearing  this,  fairly  burst  into 
tears.  Then  the  Chaplain,  smitten  with  quick  remorse, 
took  her  head  and  keeping  it  down  upon  his 
wounded  shoulder  in  a  way  which  showed  how  very 
far  his  convalescence  had  proceeded,  explained  to  her 

~l^\  ?r  ""'^  ^  ''"^  ""^^  eroose;  secondly,  he 
cJled  himself  a  great  Wendish  donkey  and  various 
other  ammals  noted  in  different  languages  for  their 
blundering  stupidity.  Thirdly  and  lastly,  he  ex- 
plained that  he  did   not  wish  any  money  from  his 
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wife.  He  had  quite  enough  for  both,  and  if  it  pleased 
her  to  hve  in  quiet,  he  would  give  up  his  place  at 
court  and  they  would  take  up  house  in  her  own 
country  of  Switzerland. 

"  My  mother,"  he  added,  smiling,  "  will   welcome 
you  as  a  daughter,  but  she  will  be  very  glad  to  shift 
upon  your  shoulders  the  responsibility  of  looking  after 
my  health.      She  will  give  you  at   least  a  hundred 
receipts    for    my   different    ailnents,   from    teething 
onwards.      But  I  warn  you  here  and  now  that  if  ever 
you  attempt  to  poison  me  with  any  one  of  them,  out 
It  goes  at  the  window  and  perhaps  you  after  it !     I 
have  suffered  many  things  at  the  hand  of  my  mother 
But  with  my  wife— why,   that   is    a    very  different 
matter." 

And  Noelie  thought  that  the  words  "my  wife" 
sounded  so  delightfully  that  she  fixed  the  date  of 
the  wedding  on  the  spot,  subject  only  to  the  still 
undeclared  decision  of  the  little  schoolmistress  over 
the  way. 
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CHAPTER  XXXV. 

"OH,    YOU    MANI" 

£)AVID  ALIX  sped  on  his  errand  even  faster  than 
^  h,s  mother  had  been  aware  of.  As  he  went 
,  ^A,-      '"^*°"g''t  himself  how  he  had  guided  Alice's 

a^d'h^^  """'"'  '^  r^'  °f  ^-"■'   howheh  d 
earned  her  home  on  his  bade  from  long  expeditions 

when  she  was  a  golden-haired  mite ;  hoi  firsfhe  had 

chaperoned  her  to  school,  and  for  her  sake  fought  one 

of  the  rare  battles  of  his  life  with  a  bigger  bov     H^ 

had  pulled  Alice's  hair,  that  big  boy,!fd  X  "' 

reXerrtrrinrhis;™-"^^^^^^^ 

haTin     r".    '^^■■''I«»  "-^"^eyou  Redfacel'-he 

had  sa,d.    And  straightway  he  had  proceeded  to  do  it 

Many  pastors  and  ministers  have  had  the^  Ifttle 

expenences  in  their  youth,  but  it  is  rare  to  m«t  one 

r^^  ^c'ait  'trs^:;"rwhr  i^r"  -^>" 

Uaxrt*  nUAt.  -irn  ^    vvxiCH    llttlC    A 1  ICC  WES    tO 

eave  Chateau  V.llars  to  go  to  school.    They  had  met 
to  say  good-bye,  the  youth  home  from  college  and  X 


"  Oh,  you  Man  ! " 

little  girl  entering  life  for  the  first  ^ime  alone.  They 
thought,  as  she  had  clung  to  him  weeping,  that  they 
would  never  see  each  other  again.  But  nevertheless 
David  had  made  brave  promises.  They  would  meet 
often.  He  would  never  forget  her.  But  Alice  only 
clung  the  tighter  to  her  kind  big  brother  and  sobbed. 
With  the  instinct  of  a  woman,  the  girl  of  ten  knew 
that  the  master  of  the  Chateau  did  not  love  her,  and 
was  getting  rid  of  her  for  good.  David  only  remem- 
bered that  it  was  raining,  and  that  her  hair  was  damp 
and  heavy  on  his  hands. 

He  slackened  his  pace  a  little  as  the  chimneys  of 
Les  Bassettes  came  into  view.  He  recalled  (somewhat 
late  in  the  day,  it  is  true)  that  it  was  scarce  seemly 
that  a  pastor  of  the  Evangelical  Church  of  Geneva 
should  be  seen  running  the  hills  like  a  schoolboy. 
Then  he  smiled  at  himself,  because,  as  he  well  knew, 
there  was  none  to  see,  if  it  were  not  the  wandering 
man  of  Pierre-^-Feu  or  the  imp  his  son. 

David  Alix  smiled  yet  more  at  his  folly,  as  he 
assured  himself  by  a  touch  here  and  there  that  his, 
dress  was  in  order. 

"You,"  he  said— "you  ought  to  be  ashamed  of 
yourself,  sirrah;  you  are  no  better  than  a  lovesick 
boy!" 

But,  strangely  enough,  self-reproaches  of  this  kind 
had,  for  that  day  at  least,  no  power  to  move  the 
Pastor  of  the  Jura.  There  are  days  in  the  life  of 
every  minister  when  the  office  is  lost  in  the  man. 

And  it  was  the  man  who,  reassured  and  with  a 
dusty  handkerchief  (from  flicking  his  boots)  in  the  tail 
pocket  of  his  coat  on  the  left,  strode  round  the  farm 
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marked  him  do'^of ever  h^  '"'""!'•    ^"^  "''<' 
of  the   house      A,    he  T """""  ^'^  »  ">,Ie 

hurried  Baft,  hi.  dLrdeJ^d^s  M,-^'"'  T"  ""' 
the  schoolhouse  door  Sh/l,  ?  u  *''=^  "■'=''  °" 
witness  of  the  paus7for  toLtt  ^  *  '''''«'«='' 
-or  h.  „  Je  i„  thr^tl-r  thoX- 

was  that  men  haJn"  tecT  lli  "''",'  *  P''^  " 

had  he  met  David  ortakin. 72 'TT'^  "'«''''=• 
"m,  guiding  him  past  the  «^h  V  "'  '""'  '">'  'he 
hta  to  come'st^^Lt  "p^!""'"' """  '""'^"'"^ 

true'^Xhl  ct M  trt„Tk""r '  "■"•=  '^  "o- 

time,     oi  1  glad  am  It"         -      '"''''"'  "  '""■  " 
is  that  Jean  r       "■"  ^  '"  «»  th.s  day.    Now  where 

Thirty  seconds  aftemards    Fean  H.il 
whistling  in  his  own  stable  puttl^"  m   l"'  ^'^^'""^ 
before  bedding  down  his  h^ 'e    ^  t|L°""  ""  °'^^ 
across  the  yard  by  the  arm  f  j       v^      mcontment 

pause,  taken  throughtekTcht-T*.""'  "  ■"<""«"'■» 
the  joy  of  Anna's  hea^     A       '"'°*''  "'"e  parlour, 

which  he  had  already  ;^rustla?r'"^  '  "^^'^  °'* 
--headvertisemeT^tat;:^rirht 
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"Oh.  you  Man!" 

never  mind  the  horses  just  now,  they  will  neither 
starve  nor  run  away.  Sit  still  there  and  behave,  I  tell 
you.     You  are  not  to  be  trusted,  you  man  !  " 

The  coast  thus  cleared  of  the  main  obstacle,  Anna 
Heller  found  work  in  the  barn  and  outhouses  for  all 
the  farm  hands  who  happened  to  be  at  home.  Then 
she  stole  on  tiptoe  to  the  dcxjr  of  the  [lassagc  which 
led  behind  the  mows  to  the  schoolhouse.  She  slid 
a  bar,  and  went  as  softly  back.  Then  she  went  into 
the  parlour  to  keep  an  eye  on  Jean,  who  in  confine- 
ment might  be  inclined  to  be  rebellious  if  left  too  long 
without  the  master's  eye. 

Anna  rated  her  husband  sharply  when  he  asked 
humbly  to  be  informed  what  it  was  all  about.  She 
told  him  to  read  the  paper,  and  picking  up  her 
knitting  commenced  the  swift  little  lightning  play  of 
the  needles,  with  such  obvious  inattention  to  Jean's 
remarks  that  at  last  he  got  up  and  went  to  the 
window. 

"Bless  me,"  he  cried,  whirling  about  on  his  heel 
and  making  for  the  door,  "  if  that  is  not  Pastor  David 
going  straight  across  the  playground  to  the  school- 
house.  I  wonder  why  he  has  not  come  here  ?  I  will 
go  and  see,  and  you  can  invite  Alice  in  to  supper ! " 

He  had  almost  reached  the  door  when  he  found 
his  wife  before  him,  her  hand  on  the  latch,  her  eyes 
sparkling  with  anger  and  contempt. 

"You  will  do  nothing  of  the  sort,"  she  cried 
vehemently.  "  You  will  sit  still  where  you  are.  Why 
do  you  suppose  I  brought  you  in  from  the  stable? 
One  would  think  that  you  had  never  come  across  the 
hills  yourself,  quietly  in  the  gloainin^r,  without  w  aiitini:^ 
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v.O'  far  down  i„.„  hU  pocl<«s'.„d"  wl  kd         •""'' 

•;  Oh,  you  „,a„ /..  .he^j^id  a^r"^— '«  P'V- 
Jean  Heller  sat  down  heavilv   n«^  r  u 
adver.i.,em.„.,  of  Gala  P^^M^^V^'  '°  "-"""g 
the  humility  of  hii  sex  in  Vh.  Chocolate,  with 

which  is  itrsuperLTn  tl"  ^    '^"'t""  °'  **«  "*". 
the  knowledgeTae  ::*tll '"''  """''  '"  ""'''''^  <" 
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CHAPTER  XXXVI. 
"NOT  LONG  A-DOING- 

ALICE  BRANTE'S  heart  was  beating  rarely  when 
she  saw  the  tall  figure  of  David  Alix  in  the 
doorway.  She  had  known  by  the  reports  which 
Madame  David  the  Elder  had  put  into  circulation  to 
explain  her  children's  absence  that  the  Pastor  was 
detained  in  the  Besan9on  district  by  the  war  troubles, 
also  that  Noelie  was  aiding  him  to  nurse  the  wounded. 
Nevertheless,  the  time  had  seemed  long,  and  though 
it  did  not  cross  her  mind  that  David  would  write  to 
her,  she  thought  that  by  chance  he  might  have  found 
time  to  send  a  letter  to  the  Hellers,  who  were  such 
great  friends  of  his. 

Her  pulse  was  quick,  therefore,  as  she  went  to  the 
door,  her  heart  beating  unequally,  but  from  her  face 
no  one  would  have  known  it.  She  was  only  rather 
pale  and  very  quiet,  this  little  schoolmistress.  Gone 
were  her  wild  gambols  in  the  playground  where 
David  had  once  seen  her,  a  child  among  the  children. 
The  hope  which  was  a  fear,  and  the  fear  lest  that  hope 
should  prove  vain,  made  her  eyes  mysterious,  widening 
the  pupils  till  even  the  iris  grew  darkly  expressive, 
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from  her  during  the  J«ks'h^Z."  '""^  '"""""^ 

Then  he  would  wTh         ^     'f*"'  "  ^^^^l- 
c  wouia  speak  of  his  work  ;  of  how  she   =„j 

of  what^slrtdlnr^/h':  r"  ''%''^'< 
the  he.,,^e  ahenated  for  soVn^^^ "^  ^"""-  "' 

graded  in  his  own  eyes  even  m  h    "t,*^"'  ''=■ 
What,  thus  to  Win  ,^Z^  Z'Z  T:^^ 

i^^-ch's-ri-^iS^-rrhrirhad',*:  -"- 

the  Credit  Federal  of  Neuchl^      He  f      Tf  '" 
himself  in  disgu^    If  he  tr^^J  A^  he^'^T 

They  bereft  h,m  of  speech.  His  face  wrought  LhT, 
frame  tremb  ed  with  a  crrpat  .„;.  .•  "I"'  ^■'d  his 
so,  for  the  little  schoolmf^ The  LTood  flr^'^'^ 
her  cheeks,  held  out  both  her  iX  'alllTlo^nTp  t 
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him  with  moist  eyes  of  immense  gladness — the  joy 
that  she  had  never  dared  hope  to  call  her  own. 

David  loved  her !  She  was  sure  of  it  now  —and  that 
way  !  Altogether  and  for  always — just  as  she  wanted 
to  be  loved !  And  as  the  love  in  the  eyes  of  the  little 
schoolmistress  met  the  trouble  in  those  which  looked 
down  into  them,  something  kindled  suddenly  within 
him.  He  forgot  all  the  lessons  he  !  id  been  setting 
himself  painfully  to  learn.  He  forgot  the  disgust 
with  which  he  ought  to  have  regarded  himself  as  the 
despoiler  of  his  sister. 

He  read  that  on  the  face  of  the  little  s  x)lmistress 
which,  if  a  man  hath  never  seen,  though  he  be 
millionaire  or  billionaire,  he  is  poor  indeed.  A  woman 
—the  woman,  glad  to  give  herself  to  him  abso- 
lutely. 

"  Alice,"  he  gasped,  "  I  have  come "    And  he 

meant  that  to  be  the  beginning  of  his  confession,  the 
preface  of  his  renunciation,  but  she  did  not  let  him 
proceed. 

"  Thank  God  you  have  come ! "  she  said,  and 
seemed  to  totter  as  she  said  it ;  for  there  had  been 
a  long  strain  of  anguish  and  anxiety  upon  the  little 
schoolmistress  since  she  had  received  the  visit  of 
Madame  David  the  Elder.  Now  it  was  over.  He 
had  come.  He  had  not  been  staying  away  on  pur- 
pose, or  at  the  bidding  of  his  mother.  She,  too,  had 
cherished  visions  of  renunciation.  Yes,  she  would  give 
him  up — she  would  never  marry  him,  even  suppose 
that  he  were  to  ask  her  on  his  knees,  without  the 
consent  of  that  cruel  woman,  his  mother.  Yes,  she 
was  cruel,  she  was  -  she  was ! 
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But  all  this  now  vanished,  even  as  the  shght  mist 
in  a  nver  valley  is  drunk  up  at  a  draught  by  the  July 
sun.  He  was  holding  her  hands  and  stammering 
He  could  hardly  speak  a  word  intelligibly,  yet  the 
httle  schoolmistress  thought  him  more  eloquent  than 
m  any  sermon  he  had  ever  preached. 

She  smiled  at  his  agitation,  joyous  to  think  that  she 
lately  so  neglected  and  forlorn,  could  be  the  cause  o\ 

L        r  J.'"7"^^"«"«««  of  Ws  voice,  the  convulsive 

grasp  of  his  hands  were  as  a  crown  of  glory  to  her. 

Ah  I  how  she  would  make  up  to  him  for  all  that  he 

had  suffered     Dear  David  I 

Perhaps  the  words  escaped  her,  or  maybe  some 
subtle  current  of  sympathy  carried  them  to  David's 
inner  ear,  the  one  whose  drum  is  the  heart,  for  he 
answered,  quick  and  low,  skipping  at  once  to  the 
superiative,  "  Dearest  Alice ! " 

She  grasped  his  hands  tight  with  quick,  nervous 
grasp. 

"You  love  me,  David— really,  really  > " 
"I  love  you,"  said  David  Alix  mournfully,  "but 
I  ought  not"  ' 

"Oh  on  account  of  your  mother,"  she  answered 
him  hghtly.  waving  away  the  objection  as  something 
she  had  long  discounted;  "but  you  do  love  me > 
You  are  sure?"  vc  mc  . 

David  was  all  too  sure. 

"  '"*^"{'  fried  Alice,  swaying  far  back  away  from 
h.m,  and  holdmg  his  hands  tight  to  keep  herself  from 
fallmg  I  love  you  too,  and  as  for  the  rest,  I  do  not 
care.    We  can  wait " 

"  Wait  ? "  repeated  David  doubtfully,  "  what  for  ?  " 
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"Till  your  mother  gives  her  consent,  of  course," 
said  Alice,  now  gay  as  a  bird.  She  had  adjusted  the 
toes  of  her  little  shoes  to  his  big,  mountain-conquering 
boots,  and  was  swinging  herself  to  and  fro,  sure  of 
being  upheld  by  the  grasp  of  his  hands,  as  she  used 
to  do  long  ago  in  the  romps  of  their  childhood. 

"  But  my  mother  has  given  her  consent,"  said  David 
mournfully.     "  It  is  not  that" 

Instantly  Alice  Brante  sprang  erect.  She  quietly 
released  her  hands,  folded  them  before  her,  and  said, 
"  Then — you — don't — wish — to — to  marry — me  ? " 

"  I  do !  I  do !  I  do  not  desire  anything  so  much 
in  this  world ! " 

"  Well,  then,"  said  Alice  practically,  "  sit  down  and 
tell  me  all  about  it." 

She  was  at  ease  now,  and  knowing  David,  felt  sure 
that  he  must  be  magnifying  some  scruple.  She  had 
become,  by  force  of  circumstances,  the  practical  one 
of  the  two.  She  set  a  chair  for  him  at  a  sufficient 
distance  from  her  little  chintz-covered  sofa  and  opened 
negotiations.  She  did  not  believe  in  misunderstandings, 
this  wage-earning  little  schoolmistress  with  the  calm 
face  and  the  heart  that  beat  like  a  bird's. 

"  Now  then,  David,  what  is  it  ? " 

David  Alix  groaned  in  spirit.     But  he  obeyed. 

"My    mother,"    he   began    with    difficulty— "my 

mother " 

Alice  nodded  encouragingly,  as  one  who  would  say, 
"Yes,  yes,  that  !  foresaw  long  ago."  But  within 
her  heart  she  was  saying,  "  I  was  right— it  is  his 
mother,  after  all.     He  is  afraid  of  her  and  dares  not 

tell  me." 
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"My  mother  took  some  paf.cr.  from  one  of  your 
desks  m  your  absence"  ^   "'^ 

My  mother  opened  an  old  desk  in  your  house-I 

"  Love-letters  !  "  cried  Alice  •  "  ves  T  i,„^ 
pile  of  them      no    J       ^"^*^'     >es,  1  know,  a  who  e 
P"e  ot  them.     David,  you  great  stupid!    Whv  *v-v 
were  not  written   to  m*.      fk  ^'     '">^ 

wH«e„  to  He.  b/^^faXr^^eXT  Z  ^^il 

Sh.  was  Alice  too,  you  know  "  "^ ' 

And  with  a  quick  daring  wliich  became  her  she  laid 

.au'gl^TuLir"''      '""""'"    ''^    -■^-    -" 

he'e^":  tlntir"' '"'^^"■"^ '""'^-  '"--"l 
Alice  Brante's  laugh  rang  more  clearlv  th.» 

straight  from  her  .^ladsome  younrinnS  h--  '^^"'' 

neither  knew  nor  feared  any  evil  ^'^'  '^^' 

"  Then  the  papers  your  mother  took  mii«f  k,.,    u 

»«e  of  „y  old  certificate,  fro-n^l  "gt-^^"? 

shaU  not  be  able  to  teach  any  more  if  sh'e  hT'butJ 

catl"!?!, '°°''"'  " '"'"'  '''■*  »  '""■'=''  ^-^  glance  to 
d^ an'^.rrinl'eVd";  ^l',/'-  "™'"'^ 
tone  Which  the  K„nch  Z  a  "thttl^rr^r 
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to  relate  the  discovery  of  his  mother.  Point  by  point 
Alice  followed,  at  first  with  scorn,  then  with  interest, 
lastly  with  wonder. 

"  Oh,  that  old  roll  with  the  seals  you  sent  me,  after 
going  over  your  father's  papers !  I  tossed  them  in 
there,  because  it  said  outside,  '  Not  to  be  opened ' — 
till  some  far-off  time  or  other — so  why,  I  thought  no 
more  about  it.  I  had  other  things  to  do,  with  the 
children  all  day,  their  blotted  exercises  to  correct, 
their  copies  to  set,  and  worse  than  all,  the  chance  of 
you  coming  across  the  bassins  for  supper.  Oh,  it  is 
a  pity  that  one  can  see  so  far  from  this  window! 
David,  David— the  time  I  have  wasted  looking  for 
you  stalking  out  of  the  hollow  yonder  towards  Pierre- 
i-Feu,  or  in  Simon's  boat  crossing  the  lake — I  must 
have  stolen  months  and  years  from  the  Govern- 
ment ! " 

"But,  Alice,  you  do  not  yet  understand,"  said 
David ;  "  all  my  mother  has,  all  that  was  to  be  my 
sister's,  is  yours." 

"  Then  it  is  yours,  David,"  she  cried,  running  to  him, 
"and  you  can  give  it  back  to  your  mother  and  No^lie ! 
There!" 

"  Alice,"  he  said  sadly,  "  please  think  of  it  seriously. 
My  mother  has  done  wrong  and  she  insists  on  giving 
up  everything." 

"Well,"  cried  Alice,  laughing,  "that  is  no  reason 
why  she  should  have  all  the  nobility  and  renunciation 
to  herself.  I  will  take  you,  David,  and  she  can  have 
all  the  rest !  " 

Few  men  could  have  resisted  this,  and  happily 
David  did  not.     There  and  then  he  kissed  the  little 
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schoolmistress,  so  that  she  had  to  put  him  back 
severely  into  his  place,  reminding  him  of  her  un- 
protected state,  and  the  rules  of  the  Government 
framed  on  the  wall  above  his  head,  for  the  good 
ordering  of  primary  schools.  He  laughed  and  said, 
"  Alice,  will  you  take  nothing  seriously  ? " 

"Not  to-day!"  she  said,  dancing  about  joyously. 
"I  wish  I  had  a  skipping-rope.  Oh,  David,  I  am  so 
glad.  I  would  teach  you.  We  would  do  it  together. 
Let's  I    I  think  I  can  find  one ! " 

David  protested  feebly,  but  Alice  laughed  him 
down.  , 

"We  love  each  other— we  are  always  going  to 
keep  on— God  has  given  us  to  one  another  to-day. 
I  don't  care  a  button  for  old  chateaux  and  properties. 
Why  should  I  ?  We  shall  be  one  family,  and  make 
everybody  as  happy  as  they  will  let  us,  just  as  you 
always  have  done,  David.  But  in  the  meantime  I  am 
going  to  teach  you  to  skip  in  double  harness.  Now 
one,  two,  three— begin  I " 

And  this  is  the  reason  of  the  disgraceful  scene 
which  the  Cantonal  Inspector  of  Primary  Schools 
beheld  through  the  open  door  of  the  schoolhouse. 
He  had  been  looking  forward  all  day  to  his  surprise 
visit  to  Les  Bassettes,  and  doubtless  he  was  a  little 
upset. 

"What— what— what  is  this?"  he  demanded,  sum- 
moning the  small  remnant  of  dignity  that  was  in  him 
after  his  stiff  climb  up  out  of  the  valley. 

"  I  am  not  a  schoolmistress  any  more,"  said  Alice, 
smiling  up  at  him  with  the  skipping-rope  in  her  hands! 
"I  am  sending  in  my  resignation.     You  see,  I  am 
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teaching  my  husband  to  go  in  double  harness.  Will 
you  take  my  letter  to  the  Educational  Council  ?" 

••  No,"  said  the  inspector  gloomily,  "  better  send  it 
by  post  I " 

And  without  greeting  or  farewell,  he  turned  on  his 
heel  and  strode  away  back  to  Brenets  to  pass  a 
solitary  evening  at  the  inn. 


it!  , 
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BLACK  LEO'S  WAYGOING 

IN  spite  however,  of  the  bright  sweetness  of  Ahce 
i  Brante,  and  the  supplications  of  No^lie,  Madame 
David  the  Elder  would  accept  of  nothing  whatever 
beyond  her  jointure  as  the  widow  of  the  late  Pastor 
David  Alix  of  Le  Lochle.  She  consented,  neverthe- 
less,  to  inhabit  the  ancient  Pastor  House  to  which 
she  had  come  as  a  bride.  But  she  let  it  be  clearly 
understood  that  she  did  this  only  that  the  place  and 
grounds  might  not  fall  to  rack  and  ruin. 

The  double  marriage-day  was  in  late  September. 
There  had  been  a  slight  frost  in  the  night  which  gave 
a  sting  to  the  air,  and  seemed  likely  to  keep  the  wind 
fresh  even   at  noonday.     David,  being  restless,  had 
risen  early  and  climbed  the  Pic  Chaumont  immedi- 
ately  behind  the  house.     It  was  yet  an  hour  from 
sunrise  as  he  stood  on  the  summit  and  looked  across 
the  level  cloud-floor  which  hid  all   Neuch^i,;  and 
Canton   Berne  to  the   giant  Oberland    peaks,  that 
glimmered   like  frosted  silver  through  pearly  mist— 
Wetterhorn,  Eiger,  and  Jungfrau  were  all  that  he  could 
be  sure  of. 

As  David  stood  waiting  for  the  sun  to  rise  over  the 
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blue  ridges  flecked  with  white  to  the  east,  an  owl 
hooted  behind  him.  He  turned,  and  out  of  the  shadow 
of  a  boulder  rose  the  rugged  form  of  the  outlaw  of 
rierre-4-Feu. 

David  greeted  him  warmly,  and  the  outlaw  grunted, 
without,  however,  going  through  the  formality  of 
shaking  hands. 

"You  are  to  be  wedded  to-day,"  he  asked  abrupt!)-, 
"  to  the  schoolmistress  at  Jean  Heller's  ? " 

David  nodded,  and  added  that  his  sister  No<Jlie  was 
also  to  be  married  at  the  same  time. 

"  To  the  German  War  Pastor— yes,  I  have  heard," 
said  the  outlaw.  "  I  do  not  love  the  Germans.  But 
he  is  a  man  and  I  am  another.  If  we  met  we  might 
fall  out.  "  shall  therefore  go  elsewhere.  There  is 
room  for  a  man  of  my  breed  over  Maloja  way— whore 
Austria,  Italy,  and  your  little  Republic  run  into  a 
point,  and  the  woods  are  full  of  game  and  the 
mountains  alive  with  chamois." 

•'  Hermann  Falk  is  a  minister  of  the  Word,"  said 
David,  "and  will  quarrel  with  no  man.  Besides, 
No^lie  and  he  are  not  likely  to  be  often  in  the  Jura.' 
He  is  leaving  his  work  in  Germany  for  her  sake,  and 
most  likely  they  will  settle  in  Geneva." 

"No  matter,"  said  the  outlaw;  "after  a  while  this 
country  will  become  too  peaceful  for  me.  The  gen- 
darmes have  overmuch  on  their  hands  just  now  to 
trouble  with  Black  Leo  of  the  wilderness.  But  by- 
aud-by,  when  the  Germans  have  gone  and  the  free- 
booters of  the  plains  are  all  laid  by  the  heels,  they 
will  bethink  them  of  the  man  of  Pierre-A-Feu.  I  came 
out  to  say  farewell." 
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He  held  out  his  hand  now,  a  great  weatherbeaten 
paw,  yet  kept  with  wonderful  neatness  for  such  a  man, 
the  nails  clean  and  fine,  and  the  bands  of  ragged 
shirt  that  showed  at  neck  and  sleeve  white  as  water 
could  make  them. 

"Can  I  do  anything?"  said  David;  "you  and  I 
have  been  pretty  good  friends  I " 

••  Aye,"  the  outlaw  agreed,  with  a  squeeze  that  made 
David's  thin  fingers  crack.  "  I  have  had  none  other 
friend  in  the  country.  You  have  been  the  good 
shepherd  of  a  b-d  sheep.  But  I  am  grateful,  and  if 
by  any  means  I  am  saved  from  the  pit,  it  will  be 
your  doing,  Pastor  David !  " 

"  Is  there  anything  that  I  can  do  ? "  said  David 
again—"  tell  me." 

"  Three,"  answered  the  outlaw.  "  First  of  all,  will 
you  pray  with  me  for  the  last  time  ?  You  have 
prayed  often,  and  I  — have  heard  as  the  stone 
hears " 

"I  was  not  addressing  you!"  interrupted  David 
sharply,  "  but  One  who  neither  slumbers  nor  sleeps ! " 

"True,"  said  the  outlaw,  " I  stand  rebuked  !  " 

"  Not  so,"  said  David,  "  I  but  recalled  the  fact  to 
your  memory.     But  what  else  ? " 

"  Let  us  pray  our  prayer  first,"  said  the  outlaw. 
And  on  the  mountain  top,  looking  across  at  the  great 
peaks  upon  which  the  clouds  \,ere  drawn  close  like 
a  coverlet  of  wool,  they  knelt  and  prayed,  David's  hand 
resting  on  the  shoulder  of  his  strange  parishioner. 

Then  they  rose  and  with  one  impulse  shook  hands 
almost  fraternally. 

And  as  they  did  so  the  sun  rose  and  sent  a  sudden 
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glory  over  the  ocean  of  mist,  which  became  as  a  great 
sea  of  glass  mingled  with  fire.  The  faces  of  the  men 
glowed  as  though  they  too  had  found,  on  that  Jura 
top,  a  true  mount  of  transfiguration. 

And  the  ne.xt  moment  the  sun's  heat  began  to 
draw  the  mists  upward  out  of  the  valleys  towards  the 
mountain  tops. 

"You  have  something  else  to  ask  of  me?"  i)avid 
suggested  softly,  still  holding  the  outlaw  by  the  hand, 
unwilling  that  the  impression  should  pass  ;  "  whatever 
it  is  I  will  do  it,  for  though  I  am  not  in  all  your  secrets, 
I  know  that  many  times  I  must  have  owed  my  life  to 
your  watchfulness." 

"  I  thank  you  for  that  word,"  said  Black  Leo.  "  I 
am  leaving  my  son  behind  me.  He  has  the  instinct 
of  good,  though  he  has  been  bred  wildly  enough.  I 
came  of  a  godly  house  of  burghers,  but  Ishmael  was 
in  my  veins.  Will  you  see  that  he  has  a  chance  of 
honest  work  ? " 

"Count  upon  me,"  said  David.  "And  the  other 
request  ? " 

By  this  time  the  mist  was  rising  freely,  passing 
France-wards  over  the  crests  of  the  Jura  with  a  thin, 
continual,  hissing  noise.  In  a  few  moments  more 
they  would  be  in  cloudland.  It  was  then  that  the 
outlaw  made  his  last  request 

"When  you  pass  the  second  ravine  to  the  right 
on  your  way  to  Chateau  Villars— it  is  called  the 
Got^e  of  Logemont — and  before  you  begin  to  ascend, 
just  at  the  place  where  the  bank  has  caved  in,  kneel 
down  and  say  a  prayer  that  the  sins  of  Black  Leo, 
once  of  Pierre-4-Fe«,  may  be  forgiven  him." 
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And  in  three  strides  he  was  lost  in  the  thickenine 
pour  of  the  chili  white  mist 

It  was  no  easy  taslc  for  any  one  to  find  his  way 
down  a  mountain   drowned  in  fog.  as  was  now  the 
whole  Brenets  range  of  the  Jura.   Even  David,  though 
he  knew  the  hills  like  his  New  TesUment.  kept  too 
Uir  to  the  left,  and  came  out   at  the  farm  of  Les 
Bassettcs.   Indeed,  he  narrowly  missed  running  against 
Je.in,  who  was  already  in  holiday  attire,  with  the  man- 
like determination  not  to  be  troubled  changing  his 
clothes  twice  in  one  day.     David  was  compelled,  for 
fear  of  ridicule,  td  put  his  pride  of  pastor  and  of  bride- 
groom in  his  pocket  and  hide  behind  a  wall  till  Jean 
strode  away  in  the  direction  of  the  rocks  from  which 
the   goats  licked  the  salt      Then,   rising   from   his 
hidmg-place,   David   skulked   past   the   end    of   the 
schoolhouse,  deserted  to-day.  for  it  was  high  holiday 
for  the  little  folk  till  they  should  meet  at  the  church 
at  twelve  of  the  clock  to  walk  in  Uie  wedding  proces- 
sion  of  their  friend.  ^  ^ 

David  quieted  his  conscience  by  the  thought  that 
after  all  it  was  needful  for  him  to  find  out  if  the  little 
schoolmistress  had  indeed  survived  the  night  and 
would  be  ready  in  time.  A  wave  of  awful  fear  came 
over  him  lest  by  any  mischance  No^lie  and  the 
Chaplain  should  stand  up  together,  and  he  in  his 
place  beside  them,  but  with  no  bride  from  the  school- 
house  above  the  Bay  of  Lilies. 

From  this  fear  he  was  presently  delivered  by  the 
voice  of  Anna  Heller,  who  from  the  open  window  of 
A  ices  bedroom,  spoke  of  things  strange  to  David 
Ahx— of  "seam  and  gus.set  and  band."  of  the  hanging 
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of  skirts,  or  broidering,  and  falls  of  lace— all  in  a 
muffled,  semi-sepulchral  voice  which  afforded  him 
ground  for  fresh  terrors  till  he  heard  the  fresh  peal 
of  Alice  Brante's  laughter,  and  the  words,  "  Madame 
Anna,  if  you  do  not  take  those  pins  out  of  your 
mouth,  you  will  certainly  swallow  half-a-dozen  of 
them ! " 

After  that,  there  was  nothing  left  for  him  but  to 
steal  away  in  the  direction  of  ChAteau  Villars,  whc  • 
with  the  Chaplain  he  passed  the  time  in  the  orcharV 
For  the  first  time  in  the  history  of  their  friendshji, 
these  two  found  nothing  to  say  to  each  other. 
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"AND  T^ERE  WAS  LIGHT  I" 

IN  general,  it  was  a  pleasant  place  to  sit  and  wait, 
*     that  little  Protestant  church  at  Brenets.     But  that 
day  David  and  the  Military  Chaplain  cared  little  for 
the  emerald  lake  lying  below,  the  scattered  white 
houses  with  their  rusty  red  roofs  peeping  out  of  the 
green  of  gardens,  or  the  roaring  sough  of  the  distant 
Fall  of  the  Doubs.     David  was  unhappy  because  he 
feared  ihat  some  misfortune  would  occur  at  the  last 
moment,  and  the  Military  Chaphin  because  he  could 
not  smoke.    They  were  seated  '^n  a  knoll  in  front  of 
the  chapel.    Through  the  open  door  they  could  sec 
the  interior.     Inside  there  were  many  flowers,  and  the 
children  of  Brenets  were  even  then  bringing  more, 
for  was  not  this  a  whole  holiday,  since  their  own 
schoolmistress  was  to  be  first  witness  to  little  Alice 
Brante  on  her  wedding-day. 

Inside  many  people  were  already  assembled,  and 
a  red  cord  with  many  tassels  was  stretched  across  the 
aisle,  half-way  up.  to  reserve  a  space  in  front  for  the 
bridaj  parties  when  they  should  arrive. 
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Outside  David  was  a  prey  to  shifting  panics.  The 
officiating  minister  from  Besan^on  had  not  arrived, 
though  there  were  news  of  him  having  been  seen 
crossing  the  bassins  in  the  boat  of  Simon  the  fisher- 
man. In  spite  of  this,  however,  David  became  so 
nervous  that  at  last,  to  quiet  him,  Hermann  Falk 
commanded  him  to  come  and  sit  down,  or  else  he 
would  be  compelled  to  ask  for  help  to  hold  him 
down. 

"  Suppose  your  parson  does  not  come,"  he  argued 
with  admirable  force,  "  well,  what  then  ? " 

"  What  then  ? "  repeated  David,  pale  and  dis- 
traught. 

"Well,"  said  the  Military  Chaplain,  with  calm 
philosophy,  "have  you  considered  that  we  are  both 
of  us  duly  ordained  ministers,  and  that  in  case  of 
need  I  can  marry  you  and  you  can  marry  me  ?  Let 
your  Besan^on  man  stay  away  if  he  likes.  It  comes 
to  the  same  thing  ! " 

However,  there  was  no  need  for  such  mutual  assist- 
ance in  extremities.  The  pastor  from  Besan^on  duly 
arrived,  and  was  taken  off  by  David  to  be  refreshed 
at  the  house  of  one  of  his  parishioners  in  the  chalets 
above  the  lake. 

The  Military  Chaplain,  still  privileged  on  account 
of  his  wound,  did  not  accompany  them.  He  smiled 
as  David  marched  off  with  his  comrade. 

"  There  goes  a  poor  man,"  he  murmured,  "  who  in 
the  matter  of  meat  and  drink  will  fare  but  indiflferently 
this  morning.  We  must  see  to  it  that  he  gets  his 
dinner  afterwards." 

And,  as  a  matter  of  fact,  David,  by  dint  of  continual 
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fidgeting,  looking  over  his  shoulder,  and  running  to 
the  door  of  the  hospitable  chalet,  succeeded  in 
shortening  the  visitor's  appetite,  so  that  they  were 
back  at  the  little  knoll  by  the  chapel  in  five  minutes. 
Happily  It  now  behoved  them  to  show  a  little 
more  dignity,  and  the  Militaiy  Chaplain  had  to 
assert  himself. 

"Quiet  David,  quiet!    Steady  in  the  ranks !    Man 
one  would  think  you  had  never  commanded  in  an 

before  .'•      """     ""'  ^°"  "^^"  ^"  ''  ^  -^^-g 

diffe?e^nt!''^'^"'"   '^''^    ^''^'^    ''"'^^^'   "  but-this    is 

A  remark  which  caused   both   tlie  visiting  pastor 

aloud"^'  "*"'  *""*   "*^''"^^""   Falk.  to  laugh 

"Why.     brother."    whispered    he    of    Besancon, 

you    cannot    expect    to    be    married    a    time    or 

cirreer!"'°  *'  '°  ^^'  accustomed  to  the  thing  by 

But  David  Mix  heeded  neither  jibe  nor  philo- 
sophic  sympathy  He  had  no  peace  till  he  saw 
a  long  rambling  train  of  white  descending  from 
the  direction  of  the  schoolhouse.  Then  all  at  once 
he  became  preposterously  gay.  and  even  rallied  the 
Military  Chaplain  that  after  all  he  would  lose  the 
race. 

But  the  Chaplain  was  exceedingly  calm.     He  only 
clapped  David  on  the  back  and  murmured  in  his  ear. 
This  IS  a  little  harder  than  learning  to  play  skipping- 
rope,  eh.  my  David  ? "  ^      f   y      FPmg 

Which  showed  that  somebody  had  been  talking. 
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However,  it  may  be  guessed  tliat  the  real  groutul 
of  the  Chaplain's  impassibility  was  a  confidence  made 
by  Noelie,  whom  he  had  met  in  the  orchard  the 
night  before.  She  had  told  him  that  by  Madame's 
orders  t\^  ancient  calklit,  long  disused,  was  being 
furbished  up  and  dressed  with  flowers  to  convey  the 
party  from  Chiiteau  Villars  to  the  church  in  due 
state. 

The  brid«.;.  arrived  at  about  the  same  moment. 
Noelie  was  accompanied  by  Madame  David  the  Elder, 
whose  face  was  obscured  by  a  thick  veil,  but  she  was 
richly  dressed  as  became  the  chdtclaine  of  a  great 
house,  and  took  upon  herself,  none  questioning  her 
right,  to  conduct  the  double  procession  with  great 
solemnity  and  distinction. 

As  Noelie  passed  into  the  chapel,  where  behind  the 
communion  table  the  Besan^on  pastor  stood  waiting 
in  gown  and  bands,  she  saw  David  and  Hermann 
waiting.  Her  troop  of  farm  servants,  and  what 
shepherds  could  be  spared  from  the  hills,  flocked 
into  the  seats  reserved  for  them.  La  Petite  Flore 
held  the  bride's  train.  She,  too,  was  clad  in  the 
white  of  a  maid  of  honour  and  towered  over  her 
principal,  as  was  just  and  right  in  an  ex-oflicer 
of  the  Laroche  corps  of  franc-tireurs.  For  her  cross 
of  the  Legion  of  Honour  swung  at  her  breast, 
the  ribbon  making  a  red  stain  U'X)n  the  white  of 
her  robe. 

David  stood  quivering  with  anxiety.  It  was  as  he 
feared ;  she  was  not  coming  after  all.  His  eyes  had 
seen  only  what  they  desired  to  see.  iiut  the  re- 
proachful eyes  of  the  Chaplain,  and  the  awful  digiiity 
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of  his  mother  standing  behind  No^he.  kept  him  steady 
in  his  place.  ' 

But  there  came  a  murmur  from  without,  the  clear 
chanting  of  many  children's  voices,  a  shout  of  greeting 
from  the  folk  who  would  presently  crowd  the  aisles 
after  all  were  in  their  p'  ^  They  had  waited  out- 
side for  this. 

It  was  the  children  singing,  a  quaint  tender  little 
song  which  the  little  schoolmistress  herself  had  taught 
them.     They  bore  garlands  of  white  meadow  flowers 
twisted  into  ropes.     And  as  they  raised  their  hands  in 
the  air  in  time  to  the  rhythm  of  the  music,  the  flowery 
chains  were  lifted  too.     Petals  showered  down  upon 
happy  upturned   faces,  and    at  the   sound   of  tlieir 
singing  every  mother's  eyes  (and  some  others)  were 
wet  with  tears.     They  divided  to  right  and  left  as  they 
came  to  the  front.     The  little  schoolmistress  passed 
through  with  her  comrade  of  Brenets  walking  behind 
her.    Then  the  white-clad,  flower-laden  mites  formed 
a  close  and  rustling  cordon  as  the  minister  bade  those 
persons  desiring  to  be  united  in  the  bonds  of  holy 
matrimony  to  join  their  hands. 



This  IS,  strictly  sp:  king,  the  end.  But  there  are 
certam  matters  to  be  set  right.  First  of  all,  there  is 
Madame  David,  now  of  due  and  just  title  to  be  called 
"  the  Elder,"  because  at  Chdteau  Villars  there  abides 
Madame  David  the  Younger,  whom  we  have  known 
as  "  the  little  schoolmistress." 

Even  at  the  wedding  there  had  lurked  in  the  bosom 
of  the  elder  woman  a  sense  of  having  been  supplanted 
dull  and  bitter.     But  time,  the  true  all-heal,  and  the 
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tender  affection  of  the  two  homes  she  had  helped  to 
set  up,  gradually  cured  the  wounds  of  that  haughty 
spirit  More  even  than  love,  to  the  stern  old  woman, 
was  the  knowledge  that  she  had  made  reparation, 
resisted  temptation,  and,  as  she  put  it,  "  gone  out  from 
Chateau  Villars  even  as  she  had  come  in."  This  was 
balm  to  her  sick  and  lonely  soul.  She  had  stood  on 
her  strict  right.  All  the  petitions  of  her  children 
could  not  alter  her  firm  mind.  She  would  receive 
only  what  was  left  her  by  the  will  of  her  first  husband. 
She  would  take  up  her  abode  neither  with  Noclie  and 
Hermann  at  Geneva,  nor  would  she  remain  at  Chdteau 
Villars  with  David  and  Alice.  She  even  desired  that 
the  house  should  no  longer  be  called  by  that  name. 
Chateau  Alix  was  her  choice.  But  to  this  David 
strongly  objected,  and  suggested  (vainly,  of  course) 
that  it  ought  to  be  named  Chateau  Alice.  Last  of 
all,  the  old  name  was  reverted  to  as  a  compromise, 
and  the  great  house  overlooking  the  bassins  and  the 
white  houses  of  Brenets  became  once  more  Chateau 
Chaumont. 

So  from  that  day  little  Alice,  the  schoolmistress 
of  Les  Bassettes,  became  its  cMtelaine,  and  wore 
the  keys  with  a  certain  demure  dignity,  yet  ruling 
David  with  such  an  absolute  rule  as  his  mother 
had  never  dreamed  of.  The  clouds  of  war  rolled 
away.  Peace  came.  The  burned  farms  were  rebuilt, 
and  though  the  women  of  all  French  households 
still  wore  mourning  like  a  livery,  the  country  put 
on  its  smiling  face.  The  grapes  clustered  on 
the  vines  among  which  the  dead  had  lain,  and  the 
husbandman  was  heard  again  sharpening  his  scythe 
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'^l^J.""  "'"•'°"'  --"^  '^Xone.s  h«i  „  lately 
MiU^VhapIatTr"/"!!'  "  ^"'^  -"•««  «■. 
rightfully  pro«n  "LJ"'  money  which  had  been 
David  and  Alice,  .he  ^mi.u^  of  T"'  """"l'  "' 

Villars.  ^  ^'^   ^^-^'^e  of  Ludovic 

It  was  therefore,  impossible  for  N.>^lie  to  k^^n  K 
promise  ,n  person  to  her  dead  broth  t  or    o  cuf'^u' 
good  name  of  her  father,  the  ban      '  o    St   Z  M 
But  after  a  while  her  excellent    .  ^"^'• 

Pilgrimage  to  Provence.  Te^:^\t~  T  ^d 
nothmg  in  the  little  town  for  a  few  H-  ,     .      ^"^ 

and  listened,  putting  a  oTestL  °"'^  ^°^^^ 

taken   to  SsHZthr  1^'"    ^^""^    ^«" 

produced  his  l:!^^:-  ^::^.::^^^ 

Genevan  citizen  vo"ng-card  as  a 

been  omcia„;;! Jri;^Hra;:Xr?^,r 

once  a  well-known  citizen  of  the  de  "l^  "  ,  ""' 
»dded  that  this  had  been  blghT  a::u"t  bv  T 
honourable  action  of  the   dead   mJl'        ,        ^  ""^ 

being  fo.i,„  subjects.  :.er„„rLte::St:t- 

assume  his  debts.  necessity  to 
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In  June  of  each  year  the  whole  family  unites  at 
Chateau  Chaunraont,  though  mostly  at  the  last  moment 
Madame  David  the  Elder  writes  from  the  Pastor 
House  at  Lochle  to  bid  them  visit  her  instead.  If 
her  children  wish  to  see  a  cross  old  woman  they  must 
e'en  shake  their  shanks  and  come  to  see  her,  but  she 
warns  them  that  she  can  only  take  two  or  three  at  a 
time,  as  she  will  not  have  Elise,  her  little  maid,  put 
upoa  Moreover,  her  poor  folk  cannot  let  her  go  even 
for  a  week. 

Indeed,  she  keeps  the  whole  neighbourhood 
bright  with  good  works.  Each  year  she  becomes 
more  and  more  wedded  to  her  ancient  Pastor  House, 
with  the  vine  over  the  porch  which  her  husband 
planted. 

Chiefly  she  is  happy  because  Madame  David  Alix 
the  Elder  (she  has  forgotten  that  ever  she  was  called 
by  the  name  of  Villars)  has  succeeded  in  building  up 
another  fabric  of  that  consideration  which  is  dearer  to 
her  than  anything  on  earth. 

Only  into  her  husband's  study  she  does  not  enter. 
For  as  she  gets  older  and  frailer,  the  vision  comes  to 
her  more  and  more  clearly.  She  began  by  pretending, 
but  now  she  believes.  He  is  in  there,  her  true  hus- 
band, busy  at  his  sermon,  and  she  must  not  disturb 
him. 

So,  not  unhappily  nor  at  all  discontentedly, 
Madame  David  the  Elder  auaits  the  common  fate, 
the  husband  of  her  youth  coming  closer  to  her  every 
day,  and  the  light  from  the  Unseen  beginning  to  play 
about  her  soul. 

Jean  and  Anna  Heller  still  hold  their  possessions 
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in  a  hale  and  hearty  age,  and  since  their  first  Alice 
it  provided  for,  they  have  now  resolved  to  keep  them 
as  a  dower  for  a  second  Alice— the  living  image,  so 
they  say,  of  the  little  schoolmistress.  The  school 
itself  has  been  moved  down  to  the  lake  shore,  but 
Jean  bought  the  cottage.  And  there,  in  that  very 
room,  this  true  history  of  dark  days  has  been 
written. 

The  outlaw  of  Pierre-i-Feu  disappeared  utterly,  no 
man  knows  whither— least  of  all  his  son,  who,  from 
an  imp  apt  at  running  messages  and  finding  trails, 
has  developed  into  our  respected  rural  postman,  who, 
as  a  matter  of  fact,  will  carry  this  manuscript,  as  soon 
as  it  is  copied  out  fair,  down  to  the  bank  agency  at 
Brenets,  whence  (as  a  dec/ar/e  valeur)  it  will  find 
its  way  to  a  certain  printing-house  near  Temple  Bar. 
Finis  coroiiat  opus. 

Hermann  is  now  a  principal  of  the  School  of 
Theology  at  Geneva,  and  with  his  beard  and  pipe, 
fully  looks  the  part-that  is,  till  you  hear  him  laugh,* 
or  come  upon  him  rioting  with  his  children  in  the 
shrubbery,  for  all  the  world,  as  his  wife  avers,  like  a 
great  two-legged  bear.  La  Grande  Flore  died  in 
her  daughter's  house  at  Vercel-Adam.  La  Petite 
still  handles  the  defacing-stamp  and  sealing-wax, 
secure  in  her  renown  of  ancient  valour,  and  decorated, 
as  is  fitting,  with  the  cross  of  the  Legion  of  Honour 
won  upon  fields  of  battle. 

And  David  ?  Our  dear  simple  Pastor  is  as  of  old 
—no  hireling.  His  parish  r^nains  the  same.  His 
people  worship  him  still,  and  as  lite  grey  hairs 
gather  more  thickly  about  his  temples  on  cither  side, 
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they  love  him  the  better.  Never  a  very  clever  man. 
never  a  great  orator,  never  likely  to  sit  among  the 
mighty  of  the  earth,  he  has  grown  with  the  years 
more  gentle  and  sweet  in  nature,  a  winner  of  «)uls, 
and  therefore  wise,  a  friend  of  the  poor  and  therefore 
nch  ,„  the  kingdom.  He  has.  in  spite  of  his  wife's 
chateau  no  more  of  the  goods  of  this  world  than  he 
ever  had. 

The  little  schoolmistress  administers  for  him  She 
serves  him  out  each  morning  the  silver  and  copper 
for  his  pockets,  one  metal  in  the  left  and  the  other 
in  the  right.  And  he  never  returns  home  with  a 
single  sou  vaillant  upon  his  person.  And  here  we 
leave  them.    We  can  no  better. 

However,  for  our  comfort,  let  us  take  one  more 
glimpse  at  our  two  favourites.  They  are  at  their  own 
door.  Over  their  heads  the  blue  firmament  arches 
crystalline  It  bends  across  from  purple  France  to 
Uie  smooth  green  ridges  of  the  Jura.  Beneath  the 
floor  of  this  God's  temple  is  spread  out  tilth  and 
meadow  and  vineyard.  The  bassim  are  the  links  in  a 
Cham  greener  than  emeralds. 

David  and  the  little  .schoolmistress  are  setting 
out  for  church  this  still  sunshiny  Sabbath  morning 
Listen  how  sedately  the  children  chatter  behind  their 
elders,  who  come  marching  down  the  path  arm  in 
arm.  * 

The  present  historian  watches  them  go.  For  he 
has  the  farewell  word  to  find,  which  shall  express  the 
keynote  of  these  humble,  simple  lives. 

Long  before  the  returning  children  break  hx  upon 
him  with  the  noisy  delight  of  freedonv  the  word  L 
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been  found  In  it  there  is  nothing  of  new.  It  was 
Jong  ago  used  concerning  David,  the  quiet  pastor  of 
aouls,  by  his  warlike  Jonathan,  the  Army  Chaplain. 
It  is  just  this :  "  Blessed  are  the  meek :  for  they  shall 
Inherit  the  earth.* 


THE  END 
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lunuon:   miMiBu  bv  william  cu>w«s  and  sonn,  LiMrricii. 
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